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HOW HIS 





By the Author of “NICK CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I 


A PUZZLED DETECTIVE. 


looked around to see what was the mat 
ter. 


young man, “and you are the only man 
in Sydney who didn’t have the sense to 

J »0 

obey. / 

“Stop thief!” I “You’re the man I want. Come 

One would have supposed that Adelaide along. ” 

Street was filled with crooks, for at these With this the young fellow caught the 
words, shouted in a high, clear voice, at!gentleman by the sleeve of his coat and 

least a hundred persons stood still and | began to pull him across the street. 

“Hold on, there! Hold on, there, you 

young ruffian!” shouted the man, trying 
It was in the middle of the afternoon ! to disengage his arm so that he could give 
and the great thoroughfare was alive with ; the young fellow a blow with his cane. 

1 “Not so fast, there. Til have you ar- 

w 

rested for assault.” 

“No, you won’t,” was the blunt re¬ 
sponse. “You'll be jugged for thieving 
and swindling, and I reckon there’ll be a 
charge against you which will connect 
you with the Tigers.” 

At the mention of this last word the 
gentleman’s face paled slightly. 

He had resisted the young fellow’s at- 



Only one person within sound of the 
voice seemed to he wholly unconcerned. 

This was a rather tall, gentlemanly- 
looking man, who was walking at a mod¬ 
erate pace. He neither turned his head 
nor quickened his pace when the words 

rang out. / 

Others who heard the cry and turned 

excitedly up to this quiet gentleman, j tempt to pull him along, with the result 
seize him by the shoulders and whirl him that both were standing still now in the 

around violently. gutter. 

“What do you mean?” cried the gen-j A crowd was collecting, of course. 

tleinan, raising his cane threateningly. | The young fellow, still holding to the 
“I yelled stop thief,” retorted the 'gentleman’s arm so that he could not use 
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man 


> i 


“You’ll sing a different tune before I 

o 

get through with you, Brother Ransom," 
cried the young fellow. 

The man thus addressed scowled and 
looked inquiringly at the faces of the sur¬ 
rounding crowd. 

His antagonist did the same, casting 
quick, keen glances in every direction, as 
if looking for a face that he hoped to see. 

“Here you are, Bobby!” the young 
fellow exclaimed as he saw a policeman 
pushing his way through the group. 


his cane, spoke again, always keeping and their allies upon the outside of the 
his voice at a high pitch so that he could prison. * 

be heard a block or two away. I There had been an uprising within the 

“ You’re one of the Tigers and I know ; prison itself and a conspiracy by profes- 
it—understand?” isional crooks to bring about a General re- 

“[ don’t know what you mean,” the' lease of all the convicts, 
man exclaimed, indignantly. “If you’re j Trim had joined a chain gang and had 
not an escaped lunatic TIT certainly have completely foiled the plans of the con- 
you punished for assaulting a gentle- spirators, with the result that many of 

HHHthem had been captured. 

The details of this work have been 
printed in “Trim on the Safety Y'alve,” 
No- 7 of the New Nick Carter Library. 
In the course of his investigations Trim 

o 

had discovered that the crooks, both 
within and without the jail, were led by 
a mysterious person addressed only as 
** “vour highness.” 

* w 

Among the leaders in the conspiracy 
was a notorious crook named Jeremiah 
Schruggs, . 

Trim had passed some time in the 

“Here’s a prisoner for you. ” ! headquarters of this gang, a respectable^ 

“Well, Trim,” said a voice just behind | dwelling house in Balmain, one 

him, “what have you out tins time?" !of tl,e suburbs ot Svduev. 

The young fellow turned with a pleased 
look in his eves, let go the man he had 

* 1 o » 

tackled, and responded : 

“I'm gted you came along just now, 

Captain Pemberton. You had better 
have this fellow taken care of, for he’ll be 
useful to us. ” 


him 


w 


Both. Schruggs and the, mysterious 
highness had escaped arrest, and inline* 
diatelv after the exciting events of the 

mf € ' 

morning when Trim had recaptured a 
steamer that was in the hands of the con¬ 
victs, he had prepared to follow up the in¬ 
vestigation with the purpose of capturing 
both Schruggs and his mysterious chief. 

Captain Pemberton, the head of the 
detective force of Sydney, had just come 
from the criminal court, where he had en¬ 
tered the charges against such of the con- 

p • ^ ^ 

ir spirators as had been arrested, when he 
pair o i happened to see Trim in the act of collar¬ 
ing the man named Ransom. 

“Well, Trim,” said the captain as 
they walked along, “you stirred up quite 
a little excitement. Now what is it all 
about? 1 suppose you bad some purpose 
in shouting so loud and making such a 


to til 


ting 


“What do you charge 
Trim ?” , 

- 44 He’s one of the Tigers. ” 

“ You don't sav !” 

mf 

“Sure of it, but what is ,more 
point just now, he is one of the 
swindlers that put up the job on 
ton’s jewelry store. Do von remember?” 

“Yes,” replied Captain Pemberton, 

“and I’m not likely to forget it as soon as 
this. Take him in. ’ ’ 

The last words were addressed to tlve 
policeman, who promptly proceeded toh rac k e t?” 

take Trim’s prisoner away. ,, ^ . r , ,, T1 , 

1 \ “\es, 1 rim replied. “I’d a purpose. 

Do you want to go to the station with j reckon it hasn’t come to anvthing. " 

him now?” asked the captain. [_ “Why?” 


“No,” Trim responded. “Ret him 
wait there a while. ” 

Trim put his arm through the cap¬ 
tain’s and together they walked rapidly 
away from the crowd. 

It was the day upon which Trim had 
h r *» am up a great conspiracy of convicts 




“Well, I didn’t see the man I wanted 
to. ’ ’ 

“Do you mean that you have had a pris¬ 
oner arrested who is innocent?” 

“Oh, no; Ransom is a crook. It was 
this way, captain: 

“While J was following up Schruggs I 
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saw Ransom take part in the shoplifting 
scheme at Partington’s jewelry store. 
Later I heard Ransom’s name mentioned 
in such a familiar way while Schru ggs 
was talking with his highness that I'm 
pretty certain he belongs to the gang.” 

4< You’re probably right.” 


“I’m going to take a look at that house 
in Balmain.” 

; “But the police have 'already been 
;there!” 

k w I know it. ” 

“Do you think you can discover things 
j that my regular detectives could not 


44 It doesn't matter much whether I’m 
right or wrong. Ransom is a crook and 
you can hold him in any case. Perhaps 
he’ll blow on the rest of the Tigers when 
he finds himself in prison.” 

44 Wliat do you mean by Tigers?” 

44 1 think that is what these conspirators 
call themselves. They had a strong organ¬ 
ization, as vou know. 

m 

4 ‘While I was in their headquarters at 
Balmain I heard the word Tiger used 
several times. 

44 I didn’t catch on at first, but now as I 
think it over I’m convinced that they are 
all Tigers, and so when I collared Ran¬ 
som I shouted that word for its effect on 
him, and also in the hope that some of his 
gang might be near bv. ” 

A o n ^ 

44 I see.” 

I didn’t think that after the racket of 
this morning, when most of the crooks of 
Sydney were stirred up, one of the 
Tigers would be walking along on Ade¬ 
laide Street. Of course I’m anxious to 
get sight of either Schruggs or his high¬ 
ness, and so I made a big racket on the 
bare chance that it might bring them from 
under cover somewhere, but I think I 
failed.” 

”It doesn't seem natural, Trim,” said 
the captain, 44 to hear you speak of fail 

ure. ” 

44 Oh, well,” Trim responded, quickly, 
“this is a failure in a detail only. 


find ?” 

The captain said this with a smile, but 
Trim saw that lie was sensitive. 

The young American did not wish to 
offend the captain, so lie was careful in 
his response. 

“You must remember,” be said, ‘ 4 that 
I was in the house for a couple of hours and 
that I saw some things there that might 
lead me to look for points that your de 
Itectives would uaturallv miss.” 

1 44 Well, then, go ahead. I suppose that's 

the most sensible thing for you to do.” 

Trim and the captain accordingly sep¬ 
arated and the young fellow went at once 
to Balmain. 

He knew that the police had been there 
and found the place deserted. 

He had no idea that tliev had made a 

mf 

thorough search, and was quite confident 
that his own investigation would result 
in the discovery of a clew. 

He first took a run through all the 

o 

house, looking into rooms and closets 
and sounding the walls here and there. 

The house generally looked like a resi¬ 
dence that had been left while the family. 

was a wav on a visit. There was no evi- 

* 

deuce of haste in leaving, no contusion 
anywhere. 

In the basement Trim took particular 
note of the way tire chimneys were lo¬ 
cated. 

Having fixed in his mind just how they 
ran and where they 7 should be in the 


44 I've heard Nick Carter say a good 
many times that nearly everv success in 

* j J 

detective work is made up of a handful 
of failures. I shall simply try again." 

"That’s right; but don’t you suppose 
that even if Schruggs and this fellow 
called his highness had been near Ransom 
thev would have been so disguised you 
could not have recognized them?" 

“I think ! can see through most dis¬ 
guises," Trim replied. "I’m satisfied 
they were not there." 

“Well, then, what are you going to 
do?” • , 


floors above, he went to the wain room, 
where he had had his interview with 
Schruggs and his highness. l’here ne 
saw that a chimney apparently was miss- 

ing. 

On one side of the room was a fire¬ 
place. On another side, where there 
should have been a chimney there was 
simply a blank wall. 

ft was in this blank wall that his hiVh- 
ness had disclosed a secret door which 
opened apparently upon a dark, deep 
well. 

Trim sounded along that wall and satis- 


4 


NEW NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 


fied himself that there was a hollow place 
at about the middle. 

“That’s where that door opens/’ he 
said to himself. “Now, if I’m right, 1 
must be careful to open that door by the 
spring and not break it open. ” 

Mis thought was that the conspirators 
had used that secret well and door as a 
means of escape. 

It was only suspicion on his part, but 
he knew that intelligent crooks are gen¬ 
erally very careful in the way they fix 
up such,matters. 

He feared that if he should burst in the 
wall at the spot where the secret door was 
he would ruin the mechanism so that 
his further progress would be obstructed. 

Accordingly he began to search along 
the wall for the spring by which the se¬ 
cret door had been opened. 

It was growing dark then, and inside 
the house it was too dark to see clearly. 
Accordingly he lighted a candle. 

With this in liis hand he approached 
the wall, when right on a level with his 
face he saw a spot upon the pattern of the 
wall paper that seemed suggestive. 

He set down the candle and put his 
thumb' hard upon that spot. Nothing 
happened, and for a moment he stood 
there wondering whether that spot might 
be placed there for t ie very purpose ol 
deceiving an investigator. 

1 ie tried to see whether there were any 
other spots upon the wall paper near this 
that could conceal the spring. 

“Sometimes,” he said to himself,“they 
make a spot like that and then put their 
hand a certain number of inches to the 
right or left, as the case may be, to find 
the real spring. ” 

He experimented on t; i is line, touch¬ 
ing the wall in various places without re¬ 
sult. ' • # • 

At last, with some impatience, he 
stepped close to the wall and placed his 
thumb hard once more upon the spot he 
had first seen. Then, to his surprise and 
satisfaction, the panel door opened. * 

He at once realized a part of the secret 
that had escaped him before. 

The spot on the wall covered the real 
spring, but it was so fixed that it would 
not work unless a similar spring in the 
floor were pressed. 

The first time he touched the spot he 


had not happened to stand so that his 
feet pressed the floor spring. The second 
time both were pressed together, with the 
result that the wall opened. 

“Now then,” thought Trim, “I must 
go carefully. ” 

He picked up his candle again and 
cautiously approached the open door. 

Arrived at the edge, he stopped in 
amazement. Instead of the open well that 
lie bad seen when his highness opened 
the door, there was an ordinary floor such 
as would be seen in any closet. 

Trim knelt down and pressed his hands 
upon it. It did not yield. Then he tried 
his whole weight upon it. It was appar¬ 
ently as solid as any other part of the 
floor. 

He stepped back into the middle of the 
room and thoughtfully sat down in the 
chair from which he had watched his 
highness open and close the door. 

Sitting in the chair, he could plainly see 
the floor within the opening, 

“Now, then,” he concluded, “there’s 
a meaning in that, and I’ve got to find 
out what it is. 

“When I looked in there before I could 
not see any floor. Now I can see one. 

“I reckon that means that Schruggs 
and his highness are either concealed be¬ 
low that floor or have made their way 
from the house by means of a passage un¬ 
der it. 

The question is, would it do to smash 
that floor open with an ax or will it be 
better to work it by the secret spring, 
provided there is one?” 


CHAPTER II. 

A TURN IN THE PASSAGE. 

Trim knelt upon the floor and moved 
his candle about from side to side, look¬ 
ing for any sign of a spring. 

It struck him that as the spring that 
worked the panel door was so easily found, 
it would be probable that the arrange¬ 
ment for the trap would be quite as plain. 

He found nothing on the floor that it 
seemed worth while to experiment with, 
but he found something else that inter¬ 
ested him so much that he gave up his 
search for the secret spring to examine it. 

It was a broken cuff button. The clasp 
had been torn away evidently by violence, 
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for the ornamental face was bruised and 
battered. 

It was of very elegant make. I 

Trim took it to the front window of 
the room, hoping to get more light there 

by which to examine it closely. 

He saw that there was a monogram en- 
oraved upon the face, and after a good 
deal of puzzling he made out that the let¬ 
ters w'ere G. and H. 

Which of the letters should come first 

T order he could not in.ike out. 

“G. H.,” he said to himself, “or H - 
G It’ll surprise me a good deal u tin >e 
are not the initials of his highness. 

“Of all the men in this gang whom I 
have seen, there are only three who would 
be likely to wear such expensive jewelry 

as this. 

“Those three are Schruggs, Ransom, 
and his highness. 

a “Now it’ll be easy enough to find out 
at Captain Pemberton’s office whether 
Schruggs or Ransom has ever traveled 
under false names that would fit these 
initials. 

“It isn’t at all probable that they have, 
for to begin with, any one who travels un¬ 
der a false name isn’t likely to carry his 
disguise so far as to have special jewelry 
engraved to fit. 

“I’m thinking, then, that this broken 
cuff button may prove to be a clew by 
which I can identify his highness, if I 
don’t catch him in some other way. 

“Captain Pemberton’s men didn't "find 
this because they didn’t know of the ex¬ 
istence of that closet. 

“I’m more than ever convinced that 
the road to the hiding place where 
Schruggs and his highness have gone is 

through that closet.’* . 

With this thought Trim renewed his 

searcii for the secret spring. 

N Having examined the floor to satis¬ 
faction, he raised the caudle so as to light 

the walls one after another. 

Upon the wall directly over the i n 
door he saw a short lever. It looked 
like the switch o| a telegraph or telephone 

board. ’• j* . / 

He stood on tiptoe and was just able to 
touch it. Then he stepped back into the 
closet, held up the candle and stared at 
the switch, trying to make out whether 
it was connected with the panel door or 


whether it had something to do with uie 

trap. ’ , , , . 

He recalled that both Schruggs and his 

highness were so much taller than him¬ 
self that either one could have reached up 
and operated the lever without difficulty. 

“There’s only one way,” the young 
fellow' thought, “to find out about this, 
and that is to give the plaguy thing a 

yank.” 

Thereupon he set his candle down upon 
the floor of the closet, reached up liis 
right hand and jumped a tew inches into 
the air. 


He grasped the little lever and found 
that it turned easily. It seemed to turn 
altogether too easily, in fact, for as he 
came down and let go of it it whirled 
around several times with a loud rattling 
noise as if chains were running over a 
wi lidlass. At tlie same instant the panel 
door swung to with a bang. 

Trim was in sudden darkness. 

It must be understood that this hap¬ 
pened in that flash of a second while he 
was in the course of jumping up and 
coming down—that is* before he had 

reached the level of the floor. 

When the lever had whirled the panel 
door had slammed to and the candle had 
gone out; and when Trim came down be 
did not land as he had expected to. In¬ 
stead he had begun to shoot downward, 
and it flashed across h> urn*! -b.u t.. 
lever had not only worked the panel door, 
but had lowered the trap also, and that 
he was now descending into the well that 
his highness had spoken of as the death 

chamber for traitois. 

Of course his first impulse was to reach 

out his hands in the hope of clutching 

something. 

His fingers scraped down the smooth 
surface of the panel door and finally 
brought up against the edge of the flout 
against which the trap had rested.. 

He dug his nails into this and stiffened 

his muscles with all his might. 

The force of his fall gave his arms a 
severe wrench, but he managed to hold 
on nevertheless, and for an instant he 
hung there in the darkness, his feet dang- 
ling°below him, his whole weight sup¬ 
ported by his finger ends. 

Trim drew a long breath. 

“This train won’t stop lorg at this 
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station, ” he said to himself, with grim 
humor, 4 ‘for it is more than I can do to 
hang on very long. I wonder how far 
away the next stopping place is?” 

He kicked his feet out in everv direc- 

* 

tion, hoping to find a support for them. 

In front there was nothing, and at the 
sides he could feel simply the bare walls 
of the well. Back of him, however, his 
feet came against a shelf or projection of 
some kind, and against this he immedi¬ 
ately rested his weight, so that it was 
somewhat easier to keep himself from fall- 
lll or further. 

o 

Even then it was not a pleasant situa¬ 
tion. He still had to cling to the floor 
edge and his feet were resting on some¬ 
thing, he could not tell what, at least a 
yard behind him. 

The candle had been blown out bv the 
current of air caused by the sudden fall¬ 
ing of the trap. , 

Trim had plenty of matches in his 
pockets, as well as a small dark lantern 
that he had bought since his return from 
the interior. 

It was not so perfect a lantern as the 
kind used by his father, Nick Carter, and 
Patsy, but it was the best that the mar¬ 
ket afforded. 

He might just as well have been with¬ 
out it at that moment, for it was impos¬ 
sible to let go his hold and reach for 
either match or lantern. 

“This is just a little bit of an improve¬ 
ment, ” thought the boy, “for it gives 
me time to think and breathe. 

4 ‘Now let’s see if we can make out 
what this thing is. 

“I started in here on the theory that 
this well is a means of escape for Schruggs 
and his highness. If that is true, it must 
follow that there are steps or a ladder of 
some kind bv which to go down. 

m 

' k I can understand one thing, and that 
is that either Schruggs or his highness 
in working that lever could stand inside 
the room and reach up to it, so that 
when the trap fell they wouldn’t come 
down with it. 

£ 1 After that it must have been possible 
for them to step somewhere and so get 
down" without falling; unless it be that 
the bottom of the well isn’t far away, in 
which case they could let themselves 
down by their hands and drop. 


“Now I don't think they’d go that 
way. I don't think that either Schruggs 
or his highness is the kind of a fellow to 
take a drop when he might just as well 
have steps. 

“Therefore I’m obliged to believe that 
mv feet are now resting 011 one of those 

* o 

steps. 

44 If there is one there must be others, 
and if I could get mv hands on them I 

o */ 

should be all right. That’s what I shall 
have to tiy for. ” 

His body was stretched out almost 
straight. 

Having made up his mind to the des¬ 
perate attempt that he must make, he 
lowered his head as far below his shoul¬ 
ders as it would go, then threw it up sud¬ 
denly, pushed with his hands and l^t go, 
bringing every muscle in his body into 
play in order to make his rise as far^ts 
possible from the edge of the floor. 

At the same time he kicked out as well 
as he could from the spot upon which his 
feet rested. 

This movement in the dark was fol¬ 
lowed by a trick that only a well-trained 

mf W 

athlete like Trim could attempt. 

He whirled completely around in the 
air and threw his hands out in tlie oppo¬ 
site direction, 

< >f course he began to fall at once, but 
his movements were so quick that before 
he had any sort of headway his hands 
had caught an edge upon the opposite 
side of the well, similar to that upon 
which 1 1 is feet had been resting. 

It was not easy to cling to it, but it was 
easier than it had been to cling to the 
edge of the floor, and besides, there was 
the advantage that his feet were resting 
upon a similar edge. 

He could feel against his body several 
projections, and yet it did not seem as if 
lie were either upon a ladder or upon a 
flight of steps. 

Nevertheless it was possible to climb 
straight up or down by these strange steps, 
and accordingly lie began to descend. 

J rj 

It proved that he had not far to go. 

Letting himself down past one after 
another of these projections, he at length 
came to the bottom. 

Then he produced his lamp, lighted it 
and threw its rays upward. 
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He saw that he had been descending therefore concluded that lie had reached a 
the back side of a flight oi steps. turning in the passage. 

These steps were so arranged that if| He was tempted to relight his lamp, 
thev had been leaned over to the side of but decided not to do so until he had made 
the wail upon which was the panel door, ja little investigation in the darkness, 
they would have made a safe though Reaching out with his other hand, he 
rather steep descent from that point. felt the end of the other wall. 

It looked as if the mechanism had been It was clear, therefore, that the passage 
so arranged that with the working of the (down which he had just come ended in 


lever in the violent way that Trim had 
worked it the steps would be thrown ior- 
ward, thus leaving a perfectly empty well 
down which a body would fall unob¬ 
structed. 

Trim had escaped that fate, first, by 
catching on to the edge of the floor, and, 
second, by his risky but successful whirl¬ 
ing in the air and so catching upon the 
back edges of the steps, 

“Well,” thought Trim, “these fellows 
have rigged up a very clever scheme, and 
if it hadn't been for good luck I should 
probably have been dead now right here 
where Pm standing. ” . * 

He directed the rays of the lamp then 
at the floor and around him, and saw that 
a passage led from the spot' in a direction | 
that appeared to be toward the street 
upon which the house was situated. It 
inclined slightly downward. 

The rays of Trim's lamp showed him 
the bare walls of this passage, which was 
just high enough for an ordinary man to 


another passage running at a right angle 
to it. 

Trim stepped cautiously forward a 
couple of paces and came up against an¬ 
other wall. 

This was proof that his judgment was 
correct up to this point, and the question 
now was, should he turn to the right or to 
the left? 

The new passage seemed to be rather 
wider than the one that led from the 
house, but it was exactlv like it in other 
respects as far as Trim could discover in 
the darkness. 

“It won’t do,” he reflected, “to strike 
a match here, for the pa—age may be per¬ 
fectly straight in both directions and the 
flame of a match could he seen a lone 
way oft. 

“Shall I go to the right or to the left?" 


CHAPTER III. 

TRIM IN A TRAP. 

Trim stood still for a moment debating 


stand in erect, for a distance of two or tfae.ppzzliim question. 


three rods. Then all was dense darkness.l 
After a moment’s thought Trim put 


out the lamp and started down the pas* Qf otherwise. 


He tried to make up his mind winch 
way the passages went, whether north or 


sage in the dark 
His reason for 


So far as he could tell, the passage that 
this was a suspicion led from the house had run in nearly a 


that liis foes might be in hiding some - straight line, and according to that, it 


where below and that thev might be 
warned of his approach by the rays of 

light. 

Of course there was danger that he 
might step into a pitfall at any point, 
but he chose to take this risk rather than 
the other. 

He proceeded very slowly, testing each 
step before he took it and keeping one 
hand upon the wall at his side. 

After he had gone about fifty paces he 
felt the ground beneath his feet level, and 
at tlie same moment his hand came to the 
end of tlie wall. 

It seemed to end in nothing, and he 


seemed to him that the passage to which 

he had now come must run very nearly 

* 

I north and south. 

South would be toward the bay. 

With the thought that possibly the 
scoundrels might have prepared some %av 
of escape by water, he started along the 
passage toward the south. 

: He remembered the steamer that bad 

been cruising in the harbor at the time of 
the great attempt at jail breaking for the 
purpose evidently of taking the escaped 
convicts on board. * 


* See “'Trim on the Safety Valve," No. 7 of the N«w 
Nick Cvuter Luuiauy. 
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That steamer had sailed away and es-‘ this was the case without a light, and 


caped capture, but why should there not 
be another one? 

Quite convinced that this direction 
would take him along the track followed 
by the convicts, Trim proceeded rapidly, 
though still with great caution. 

He had gone but a few paces, when lie 
'became aware that he was going up grade. 
This seemed to him to be a proof that he 
had chosen the right direction. 


after a good deal of feeling around Trim 
decided to risk striking a match. 

He did sq, holding the little flame in 
front of him so that its gleam could not 
be seen down the passage. 

He saw that he was indeed at the end 
of the passage and that there was no pos¬ 
sible way of getting out through the top. 

In front of him the dripping wall 
proved to be made of wood 


‘This passage,' 1 he thought, ‘‘is lead- It was so slimy and water soaked that 

■ - - - ■ — - * 

troni 


ing toward the surface, and the exit will 
probably be found to be underneath a 
dock or somewhere else near the shore. ” 

Occasionally the boy stopped to listen. 

He heard no sounds that came from 
within the passage, but he was quite cer¬ 
tain that a muffled roaring far ahead of 
him must be the sound of waves upon the 
coast. This sound never became loud, but 
it was more distinct the further he ad¬ 
vanced. 

The grade rose steadily, though it was 
never steep. 

After a time Trim felt that the ground 
under his feet was different than it had 
been before. 

He stooped and felt of it with his 
fingers. What he felt was very moist 


< i 


lie had not noticed that it differed 
the wall which he had been feeling all 
the way along. 

As his match flickered and went out at 
last, it occurred to him that the muffled 
roaring was louder here than it had been 
anywhere else. 

"It would be strange, 1 ’ he thought, 
if this passage ended directly in the sea 
itself. 11 

However that might be, one thing was 
certain: he had taken the wrong di¬ 
rection at the turn in the passage. The 
convicts never could have come out this 
way, and it was necessary for him now to 
turn back and see to what the passage 
might lead in the northerly direction; so 
back he went. 


m u d. 

He hardly knew what to think of this, 
but concluded that he must be now near 
the exit of the passage. 

He pressed on with still more caution. 

The next thing to cause him to pause 
was something directly in his way. 

1 Ee had been proceeding with one hand 
along the wall as before, and he was 
stopped by coming plump up against an¬ 
other wall. 

“ Perhaps this is another bend in the 
passage,” he thought. 

He put both hands upon the wall that 
was now in front of him and edged his 
way across the passage. 

The wall was damp, so damp that it 
dripped water. 

Three paces taken sideways brought 
him to the other side of the passage; then 
he realized that he had come to the end 
of it. 

There seemed to be nothing like a door 
there, and he suspected that the means of 
getting out was somewhere in the roof. 

It was impossible to find out whether! 


In order to make sure that he should 
not go astray if there should prove to be 
other passages leading out from this main 
tunnel, lie returned along the same side 
by which he had come. 

Proceeding thus in absolute darkness, 
it was impossible to estimate the distance 
of his journey. 

He had a vague notion that he must 
have gone at least a quarter of a mile 
from the first turn in the passage before 
he came to its end. 

It might have been more or less; cer¬ 
tainly the house used by his highness and 
the others for a headquarters was not 
much more than a quarter of a mile from 
the sea line. 

The distance really was not important, 
whatever it might be, but he could not 
help wondering about the length of the 
tunnel and whether it extended as far 
toward the north as it did toward the 
south. 

He remembered that somewhat to the 
north of the house there was a low hill. 
Be had not been beyond it and did not 
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know, therefore, what was on the other 
side. 

If he was correct in his judgment about 
the points of the compass, this tunnel 
would lead him directly under that hill. 

s’ 

Thoughts of this kind were running 
through his head as lie cautiously retraced 
his steps. 

Suddenly he heard a noise that must 
have come from within the passage itself. 
He halted abruptly and listened. 

There could be no mistake about it; 
what he heard was the sound of hurrying 
footsteps. 

Whoever it was was proceeding 
cautiously, but with all possible speed. 

Trim felt tor his revolver, but his hand 
had no sooner touched the butt than he 
let it fall again. The sound was dying 
awav. 

“The rat isn’t coming in this direc¬ 
tion,’' lie thought, and he was disap¬ 
pointed. 

He felt that nothing would have 
pleased him better just then than to 
have an encounter with one of the Tigers 
in this underground passage. 

The instant that he realized that the 
footsteps were retreating instead of com- 
imr his way he started forward. 

A w « 

He went more rapidly than before, but 
he still took pains to walk lightly. 

He had gone but a few paces, when 
again the hand with which he felt the 

o 

wall reached out into empty space. 

He knew, therefore, that he had come 
again to the side passage that led up to 
the house. 

From this fact he reasoned that the, 
footsteps he had heard must have come 
down through this side passage from the 
house and then made the turning to the 
north. . , 

“Those steps sounded," thought Trim, 
“just as if the fellow knew his ground. 
In any case I’ve got to follow him up." 

So he pushed on without pausing. 

He thought it possible that lie might be 
able to overtake the man ahead of him, 
but he doubted whether this would be me 
wisest course. 

lie was after more than one prisoner, 
and it might be that if ie could only 
keep within hearing distance of the man 
in front of him he would finally be 
led to the hiding place of all the rest; so. 


he went on at a moderate pace, halting 
occasionally to make sure that he still 
heard the sound of steps before him. 

They became very faint at last, as if the 
man ahead were exercising more caution. 

Finally they ceased altogether, and it 
was about this time that Trim realized 
that the grade instead of descending was 
now rising again. 

It was rather steep, too, and he rea¬ 
soned that before long he would come to 
another end of the passage, and that this 
time there would be a door or other 
means of exit there. 

The fact that the sound of retreating 
steps had stopped might mean that the 
man in front had halted. 

"Perhaps,” thought Trim, “he has 
heard me in spite of the pains I’ve taken 
to go softly, and is waiting somewhere 
ahead to do me up before I know where 
he is. 

“Perhaps I'd better change my tactics, 
though I can't see what else to do. ” 

He moved slowly forward at this, 

V • * 

waving one hand in front of him in order 
that he might feel anybody who should 
be in his wav. 

He was prepared for instant action, and 
if he had met anybody in that black hole 

mt * 

there would have been a terrific struggle. 

Perhaps that would have been better 
than what did happen. 

Trim had scarcely begun to move for¬ 
ward, with his arm out as a guard against 
danger, when lie heard a clicking noise 
and a grating as if a door were swung on 
rusty hinges. 

He halted again, listening intently and 
watching anxiously for any sign of light. 

It seemed as i: he did see an instant of 

comparative lightness in the gloom ahead, 

but that may have been imagination. 

* # - 

The eyes strained m total darkness 
often appear to see things that are not 
there. 

Nothing could have been moie certain, 
however, than that somebody was in the 
passage ahead of him, and it was a million 
chances to one that that somebody was 
one of the foes whom he was seeking. 

if he had rushed forward at that 
moment there might have been an end to 
his investigations on the spot, and it 
might have been a successful one, but 
Trim did not rush forward. 
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It seemed to him that the time was not ] “you’re no kind of a ligerif you can t be 

cheerful under all circumstances.’’ 

“It’s very well for your highness to 
feel cheerful,” said Schruggs, “for it is 
still possible for you to go out into the 
world and escape suspicion, hut for 
me 


ripe for such action. 

Whether he made a mistake or not may 
be judged by those who study his opera¬ 
tions and methods. 

The fact is that lie stood perfectly still 
until there was another sound o creaking 
followed by a clicking noise; then every¬ 
thing in the passage was deathly still as 
before. 

“I reckon that means,” said Trim to 
himself, “that the fellow ahead has got 
out through a door. Now I'll find where 
that door is and then see what's to be 
done. ” 


The rest of Schruggs’ speech was prob¬ 
ably a shrug of the shoulders. 

His highness said : 

“So you think von're sure to be 

mf * 

caught?” 

“I don’t see any escape for it. ’’ 
“Haven’t von confidence in me?” 
Schruggs- made no reply to this, and 


instant he heard a laugh. 

It came to him in muffled tones, and he 
was certain that it was ahead and some¬ 
what above him. 

The laugh was followed by the rum¬ 
bling of a deep voice uttering words that 
Trim could not distinguish. j 

After that there was a moment of 
silence, and then the dull sounds of voices j 

began again. Meantime Trim was making, 
% ^ ^ 

his \yav forward more rapidly than betore. 

Presently his knee came against some¬ 
thing which proved to be a flight of steps. : 

He felt around with his hands and 
found that lie was at the end of the pas¬ 


sage. 


A <»ain he started forward, and at'the i his highness reiterated the question] 

“Haven’t you any confidence in me? 
Answer me!” . 

“Well,” replied Schruggs, “and as 
man to man for this once I suppose Tvt* 
your leave to speak freely?” 

“My dear fellow,” exclaimed his high¬ 
ness, pleasantly, “speak as freely as you 
wish. I shall take no offense." 

“Well, then, it’s just this: I did have a 
great deal of confidence in von, for there's 
no question that you’ve more brains than 
all the crooks in Sydney. 

“You got up such an organization as 
was never known here, and von fixed up 

# mt w I 

schemes for plunder that were better than 
I ever dreamed of.” 

“Didn’t I carrv them out well?” inter- 

rupted his highness. * 

“Yes, but listen. You carried them 
out well because you were dealing with 
i men inferior to vourself in talent.” 

«r 

“I suppose that’s true.” 

“Now, then, you planned a most tre¬ 
mendous scheme in which we all entered 
heartilv. 

“You wanted to free the Convicts in 
the jail, get rid of Pemberton, Hawkin- 
and Deever, and clear out with the whole 
ganto an uninhabited island in the 

” o 

South Seas where we could have our own 
government and do as we pleased.” 

“Glorious scheme!” remarked his 
highness, softly. 

“Yes, it was a <*reat scheme, and you 

o * 

were undoubtedly in earnest, for von 

j * 

yourself undertook to throw the bomb in¬ 
to the prison which gave the signal for 
the rising against the keepers.” 

“Yes, I threw thd bomb. You're n« t 


The steps were very short, for at that 
spot the passage was hardly higher than 
his own head. 

Standing partly up the steps, Trim 
could feel a heavy trapdoor above him J 
and at one point near the edge o i the wall 
his fingers detected the presence of iron! 
fastenings. 

By persistent feeliug about these lasten- 
inos he discovered at last what was un- 

o 

doubtedlv a keyhole. 

mf m 

As soon as he came to the steps he 
could hear the voices above him distinctly, 
and he promptly recognized hem as those 
of Schruggs and his highness. 

The first words that he distinguished 
were spoken by Schruggs. 

“Well, now that your highness has had 
his laugh, perhaps you’ll let me know 
what there is in the situation that should, 
make a Tiger cheerful.” 

“My dear fellow,” was the response of 
his highness, uttered in a mocking tone, 
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speaking anything that is offensive as 
yet,” muttered liis highness. 

“Well, I'm coming to that, ” exclaimed 
Sehruggs, rather impatiently. 

"Von asked' me if I hadn't any confi¬ 
dence in you, and I tell von mv confidence 

J T * + 

is considerably shaken ; and wliv shouldn’t 

J 9 • 

it be? Your scheme has entirely failed, 
most of our men-” 

"You mean Tigers." 

41 Excuse me—yes, Tigers. Most of 
them have been captured and you and I 
are fugitives." 

“I am obliged to admit all that," said 
his highness, 44 but I should think that 
you would feel that the man who could 
plan such a scheme and carry it so near to 
execution would be able to make things 
safe for you. 

“Don’t vou think that this tunnel from 

mi 

headquarters, the extent of which you 
never dreamed of, is a pretty fair inven¬ 
tion ?’ * 

“Yes; but what does it lead to? Where 
are w r e now? What are we going to do? 
Where shall we go? How shall I, whose 
picture is in the Rogues’ Gallery, go to 
avoid arrest? 

“The trouble is, your highness, that 
with all your clever planning you have 
met your equal, and, pardon me, perhaps 
your superior. ’ * 

This was followed by a short interval 
of silence, after which his highness said, 
slowly: 

j 

“Perhaps I have. I suppose you refer 
to the young American detective who got 
on to our organization by getting the best 
of you ?” 

“Well, Carter did get the.best of me," 
admitted Sehruggs, “and I’m not ashamed 
to own it, for he’s a smart fellow and 
comes of a family famous for dealing with 

v J 

such people as you and me. 

“He lias not only prevented you from 
doing up Hawkins, Deever and Pember¬ 
ton, but he is himself still at large, ami 
you may be certain that he will ran us 
both to earth before he st ps. “ 

His highness laughed gleefully. 

“You think so?” he cried. 

“Well, then, let me tell you, Sehruggs, 
something that will cheer your heart. 
You remember how we came to this place, 
don’t you ?’ 1 

"Yes. 1’ih not likelv to forget that. ” 


<1 


i i 'p 


HHRYell, let me recall one or two points. 

“We didn't take to the tunnel until we 
were certain that the plan for the capture 
of the steamer with Deever and Pember¬ 
ton on board had failed. 

■ y # I | y ; £ . : 

"It became certain that you and I had 
got to run for it. We worked the panel 
. door in our house, went down the steps 
and got to the bottom of the well, didn't 
we ?" 

“We did.” 

| Then do y ou remember that I stopped 
and did something?” 

“Yes.” 

“What I did was to fix the stepsthat 
they leaned away from the top of the 
well, and then I pulled down the trap 
that would make the closet seem like an 
ordinary one. ” 

“What was that for?” 

"It was to serve as a bait for anv clever 

* 

detective, American or otherwise, who 
>hould try to investigate that well. 

“I made up my mind that young Car¬ 
ter would come to the house, and felt cer¬ 
tain that as lie had once seen the panel 
door open he would try to get it open 
again. 

“I believed that he would have his 
curiosity so much aroused bv the diseov- 
ery of a solid floor where formerly he had 
seen an*empty well that he would some¬ 
how force that floor open. 

“1 believed he would see the lever at 
the top of the door that worked the trap. 

I rather hoped that he would pull that 
lever, fall down the well, and smash his 
brains out. He didn't do just that. ” 

“What do you mean?" cried Sehruggs 
in great excitement. i las y oung Carter 
gone to the house ?" t 

“Yes. That was what I ran back to 

find out.” 

“Great heavens!” cried Sehruggs. 

CIO 

“You don't mean to say that Carter got 
that trap open and didn't fall down?" 

“I do mean to say exactly that. Some- 
how or other, the shrewd fellow managed 
to save his life at that point." 

“Then we are lost!" 

Oh, no, we’re not.” 

“How so?” 

“Why, Carter is in the tunnel at this 

m 

minute, undoubtedly." 

Sehruggs groaned. 

i “Now see here,"cried his highness, 


< t 
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sharply, “you’re showing the white 
feather in a way that doesn’t please me at 

all. 

“I believe you would give me away if 
you thought you could do so and so se¬ 
cure your own safety.” 

“Oh, no! no!” Schruggs protested; 
“that isn’t it. But I thoroughly believe 

that young fellow will-” 

“He will drown like a rat in ten min¬ 
utes,” interrupted his highness. 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“Why, iust this. The fact that I have 
been back through the tunnel clear to the 
house and found the trap open and yet 
have not seen or heard young Carter, 
proves that he got into the passage, and 
when he came to the turn that he took 
the course to the south instead of to the 
north. 

“I calculated that he would do just 
that. Just where he is at this minute I 
don’t pretend to say, but that he is some¬ 
where in the tunnel is as sure as sunrise. 

“lie certainly oil owed the tunnel up 
to the end at the south. When he got 
there he probably made his way back, and 
may be now exploring this end of the 
tunnel. 

“Don’t get so frightened, Schruggs. 
You make me tired. Do you see this 

lever?” 

“Yes, and I wonder what it’s for.” 

“I’ve only to pull it and it will open 
the gate at the other end or the tunnel at 
higlTtide. That gate is under water. 

“The tide is almost at its height now. 
One pull at that lever and the entire tun¬ 
nel from one end to the other will be 
flooded.” 


as he was, he knew too much to take a 
leap absolutely in the dark. 

• It would be impossible to get his hands 
on either of these men without making 
his presence known, and that would give 
them both time to escape, as well as an 
opportunity to murder him while he was 
comparatively helpless in the tunnel be¬ 
low them. 

He listened in vain for any word that 
would give him a clew to the real name 
of his highness. 

His quick mind foresaw that his high¬ 
ness would certainly leave this place and 
walk about unsuspected. 

“I’m the only one,” thought Trim, 
“who has seen the rascal, and I’m there¬ 
fore the only one who can identify him. 

“A man who is as clever as he is may 
have been able to disguise himself so that 
when I did see him he looked very much 
^different from what he will hereafter, 
i “He is a man whose real name must be 
known to many persons in Sydney; quite 
likely he stands high in society. 

v Ht is therefore necessary that I should 
know his real name in order to chase him 
up when i get out of his. 

“Schruggs is so well known that it 
wll be a comparatively easy matter to get 
hold of him any time, but as for that, I 
wouldn’t give a pinch of salt to capture 
Schruggs without taking his highness too. 

“That 'mysterious man has been the 
brains of the Tigers, and if he isn’t snut 
up there’ll be no end to his rascalities. 

“If 1 only knew what sort of a place it 
is that they’re in now, or even where this 
is, I might manage to think of some way 
to capture them on the spot. As it is, I 
don’t see but what they’ve got the best of 


CHAPTER IV. 

THE FLOOD DOES ITS NATURAL WORK. 

It hardly needs to be said that Trim 
listened to this conversation with intense 
eagerness. 

It seemed to him perfectly clear that 
only two men—that is, Schruggs and his 
highness—had taken advantage of the 
tunnel as a means of escape. 

Here they both were within a few feet 
of him, and he racked his brains for some 
device by which he could capture them at 
once. 

He could see no way to do this. Young 


me for the present.*’ 

These thoughts were in the boy’s mind 

during the conversation. 

It was with a thrill of horror that he 

heard the last remark of his highness and 
realized that there was another problem 
confronting him now. 

It was not merely a question as to 
whether he should capture these two 
criminals, but whether he should be able 
to get out of the trap he was in with his 

life. 

There could be no doubt that his high¬ 
ness meant what he said. It wasn’t 
likely that he would speak of being able 
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to let the sea into this tunnel unless he 
was confident it could be done. 

Trim remembered how the tunnel in¬ 
clined downward from the sea end to 
about the middle of its length. 

“That means,” bethought, “that once 
the gate is opened the water will rush in 
at a fearful rate, and there won’t be any 
time at all to get out, even if there was a 
way to do so. 1 ’ 

This understanding of his perilous posi¬ 
tion was justified immediately by the 
brief conversation that followed. 

“It’s a wonderful plan, your high¬ 
ness,” Schruggs said, “but if the water 
rushes in so as to flood the whole tunnel, 
won’t it burst open the trap in this floor 
and flood this chamber also?” 

“No, no,” his highness responded, 
quickly. “The bottom of this floor is 
exactly on the sea. level. 

“The water thereore will rise just as 
far as this floor and no further. As I 
said, it will completely flood the tunnel 
in less than a minute after the lever is 
pulled. 

“The case is absolutely hopeless for 
anybody who is so unlucky as to be down 
there at the time. We two here are per¬ 
fectly safe. ” 

“it's hard to believe it,” Schruggs re¬ 
sponded, with a trembling voice. “If 
von think the young detective is down 
there now, why don’t you pull the lever?” 

“Oh, there’s no hurry,” was the re¬ 
sponse. “He is prowling about in the 
dark there now, ^nd 1 wouldn’t object if 
he had time to get clear to this end before 
1 let the flood come in. ” 

“It makes me horribly nervous, ” said 
Schruggs, “to think that he might be at 
this minute underneath there and listen¬ 
ing to what we are saying.” 

His highness laughed. 

“It would please me immensely if that 
were the case,” he said. 

“But don’t you see what risks you’re 

taking?” 

There was a moment of silence, and 
then a sound of steps crossing a floor. 

After this Trim heard the voice of his 
highness speaking in cool, measured 
tones. 

“I can see, Schruggs,” he said, “that 
I’ve been taking a great many risks, and 
from this minute I’m done with them. 


(< 


t < 


It is clear that I’ve been taking risks 
with you, for it was your carelessness 
that allowed this detective to get on our 
track, an cl it is now your cowardice that 
makes it risky for you and me to appear 
in the world again.” 

What do you mean?” Schruggs in¬ 
terrupted, evidently in a tone of great 
alarm. 

“This!” 

There was a sound of a pistol shot and 
a heavy body falling to the floor, mingled 
with tones of pain. 

“It is just this, Schruggs,” resumed 
his highness, still speaking coldly and 
calmly, “you’re so rattled by your fears 
that it won't do for you to escape. 

“I don’t intend that there shall be any 
witnesses against me when I leave this 
place. 

“If you had shown decent nerve I 
should have let you out with me. As it 
is, your chance is gone. 

“I am now going to pull the lever that 
will let the sea into the tunnel. I should 
think from the looks of you that vou have 
about two minutes to live; the detective 
down there in the dark has less, so 

t / M, 

good-bv to von!” 

o * J 

At the end of this speech there was a 
loud creaking noise, which evidently 
meant that his highness, had pulled the 
lever of which he spoke. 

Schruggs cried out in frantic fear and 
agony: 

“For Heaven's sake, don't leave me! 

“I never would give you away ! 

“Oh, what pain I am in! 

“I cannot die here! 

“Don't leave me-” 

There was a sound of a banged door 
and a mocking laugh, and Trim knew 
that his highness had taken his departure. 

He knew, too, that a great crisis had 
come for himself. But a.second after the 
noise of the working lever he heard a 
roaring and a hissing far down the tun¬ 
nel, and there was no mistaking what it 
meant. 

The sea was coming in! 

He had not the slightest doubt that the 
cold-blooded villain who had organized 
the Tigers and who had engineered the 
most diabolical of crimes had planned 
this tunnel in such away that it certainly 
would be flooded from end to end.* 
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A wild thought had entered Trim’s His hand was numbed with pain, but 
head just before the pistol shot that an- with grim determination he held the 
nounced the murder of Schruggs. weapon against the lock and fired repeat- 

“Why shouldn’t he run hack up the ] edlv until every chamber of the revolver 

had been emptied. 

His ears began to ring strangely, audit 
seemed as if the blood would burst* forth 
from the pores of his skin. He did not 
understand at this instant what this 
meant. 

It was the fact that the rushing water 
filling the tunnel full was compressing the 
air at the southern end so that it was be¬ 
coming too dense to breathe. 

Just as he fired his last shot into the 
look he felt the water rising about his 
feet. He wondered vaguely why it did 
not ingulf him at once. 

dhis again he understood later. The 
pressure of the air was holding the flood 


tunnel to the passage that led to the Bal- 

A O 

main house and so escape?’' 

He had abandoned this thought the 
moment it came to him for two reasons. 
In the first place, it was not at all proba¬ 
ble that lie could get to the house ahead 
of the inrushing water. 

In the second place, and that was more 
important, it was not possible for him to 
run away. 

His duty was here where danger was, 
and here lie would fight it out even ii his 
life should be lost in the effort. 

With the sound of the incoming water 
there came to Trim a tremendous deter¬ 
mination to escape. 

“Schruggs opened this trap for his 
highness,Trim said to himself, “a few 
minutes ago. If he could stir, i believe 
I could frighten him into opening it for 
me. But there is no use of thinking 
that, for he is undoubtedly mortally 
wounded.’’ 

Thinking thus, he went higher and 
higher up the steps until lie was stooping 
beneath the trap; then with his back 
against the trap he exerted all his force to 
raise it. 

The iron lock 





not 

was too much for him. 

The roaring of the coming water grew 
louder and louder! It was fairly deafen¬ 
ing, and as it came he felt the air stiiring 
about him. 

Above he could hear the groans of the 
dying Schruggs. Whatever he could do j weapon. 


j Again he strained with his back against 
the trap to raise it. 

The roaring of the water had dimin¬ 
ished, and now he heard the frantic 
shrieking of Schruggs in a chamber 
above. 

“If I had one more shot," thought 
Trim, “I believe I could burst that lock 
to pieces. 

The water was rising higher and now 
his knees were wet with it. 

There was almost a sense of despair in 
the boy’s heart as he hastily slipped the 
empty cartridges from his revolver and 
began to reload the weapon* . 

He was still standing with his back 
against the trap and straining with all 
his misrht to raise it as he reloaded the 


must be done at once, and Trim was los 
ing no time. 

He placed the barrel of his revolver at 
the keyhole of the trapdoor lock and 
fired into it. 

The sound of the shot could hardly be 


heard above the crashing of the coining | chamber above 
flood. * 

Immediately after the shot Trim tried 

j 

again to raise the door. It seemed to him 
that it yielded a little bit, but there was 
still no getting it up. T t ^ , 

Again he fired into the lock. The vio¬ 
lent rebound of the weapon showed him 
that the ball had struck the iron at the 
very mouth of the barrel. 


His brain whirled and perspiration 
started from every pore in his body. 

Of a sudden there was a great crash 
and a sound like the report of a cannon. 
With it the trapdoor flew upward and 
[Trim leaped and was half blown into the 


The pressure of the mighty flood 
against the compressed air in the tunnel 
had done the work that a dozen giants 
would have failed to do. 

It had burst the iron fastenings of the 
trap and thus opened the way for the dar¬ 
ing voting detective to escape. 

With the release of the pressure against 
the floor the water leaped forward again 
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and came up into the chamber as if it 
were a mightv fountain. 

'Cp' _ 

With one glance as he came up through 
the floor Trim saw Schruggs lying hud¬ 
dled in a corner of an almost unfurnished 
room. 

A candle was burning in a socket set 
against the wall. It burned but an in¬ 
stant after the rushing air entered the 
room. That instant was enough to reveal 

the situation to Trim. 

“God help me!" shrieked Schruggs in 
added terror as lie saw the young detect¬ 
ive bounding up from the tunnel. 

In the same glance in which he saw the 
wounded criminal Trim also saw the 
door in the wall through which his high¬ 
ness had gone. 

The water was pouring into the room 
with such force that it seemed evident 
that it also would be flooded in another 
second. *. 

Trim bounded across the floor, caught 
Schruggs up in la is arms, and made for 
the door. 

It was locked! 

% 

He had managed to get one fresh car¬ 
tridge in liis revolver. This lie fired in- 
stantlv into the lock, and as it was an or- 

m 

dinarv contrivance it was shattered bv 

• m 

the shock. 

It was then the work of but ail instant 
to hurl the door open, half drag and half 
carry Schruggs through it and up a flight 
of stairs, where he came to a room that 
was dimly lighted from outside. 

The light came through a small win¬ 
dow set near the top of the wall. 

Trim saw that lie was in an ordinarv 

V' 

cellar. 

He laid Schruggs groaning upon tin- 
floor and looked back down the stairway 
up which lie had just come. All was 
dark below, but Le heard the hissing and 
blowing of the tide. He wondered 
whether it would rise higher yet. 

He recalled the statement of his high¬ 
ness that the level of the underground 
chamber was exactly on the level of the 
sen* 

“His highness was probably right,” 
thought Trim. “Under ordinary cir¬ 
cumstances the water would not rise 

A 

higher than the bottom uf that floor. It 
was forced up because of being held back 
by the pressure of the air, and now that 
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that pressure is removed the flood will 
probably go down again/’ 

! He had not been wet as high as his 
[waist and the matches in his vest pocket 
were therefore dry. 

He struck one and descended the steps 
a little way. By its light he could see 
that his judgment was correct. The 
water was already beginning to flow back. 

The tunnel was flooded from end to 
end just as his highness had planned that 
it should be, but the cold-blooded rascal 
had forgotten that the water would con¬ 
dense the air ahead of it and thus blow 
open the trapdoor. 

Perhaps liis highness had thought of 
that* but had not supposed that the victim 
of his villainous scheme would be when 
he could take advantage of that fact when 
the crisis came. Trim breathed easier. 

“It's all right now," lie said to him¬ 
self. “His highness has skipped, believ¬ 
ing that both Schruggs and I are dead. I 
shan’t have to hurry awav from here." 

This was a verv satisfactory thought, 

« - o 

for if the situation had been such as to 
compel him to leave the cellar at once, Ik 
might thus have exposed himself to his 
highness, who for all lie knew might be 
on the watch somewhere in the vicinitv. 


/ CHAPTER V. 
sc h r r c; g s d i ; pa r ts. 

m 

Trim returned to the cellar and find¬ 
ing an empty barrel set it on end, stood 
upon it and looked through the one nar¬ 
row window. 

It was after sunset and the light out¬ 
side was almost as dim as that within. 

He eon Id see clearly enough to observe 
that he was looking out upon an unoc¬ 
cupied hillside. The ground sloped awav 
in front of him for perhaps a hundred 
yards. * Then there were trees, and in the 
gloom he could distinguish beyond them 
tlie outlines of a higher hill. 

There was no house or light in su>ht. 

** o 

"I think ! understand this,' * lie re¬ 
flected. “'The tunnel was dug straight 
through the hill which lay to the north 
of the Tigers' headquarters, so that it 
ends on the farther side of that hill. 

“This is quite likely the most northern 
house in Balmain. The next thins? to do 
will be to find whether it is occupied." 

He was so anxious to proceed with his 
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pursuit of his highness that for the mo¬ 
ment he had forgotten all about Schruggs. 
A groan from the wounded man re¬ 
minded him as he stepped down from the 
barrel. ' ; r ' 

“Well, my friend,’" said Trim, 4 'you 
seem to be badly hurt, but you’ve the 
satisfaction of knowing you’re not going 
to be drowned, ” 

“Lord help me!” groaned Schruggs. 
“I think I’m done for!” 

4 4 Perhaps not,” Trim ■HpJJilllil 
“We’ll see.” 

He lighted his dark lantern and set it 
so that its rays would fall upon the crimi¬ 
nal. Then Trim knelt beside him and 
examined his wound. 

He saw at a glance that it was of a fa- 
n a e. 

saving, the ex-convict’s life, and even 
with the best medical attention it could 
not be prolonged more than a ew min¬ 
utes. 

up with me!” muttered 


14 No man can do you an injury now. 
Come, speak up and tell me who he is! !> 

"I might recover,” groaned Schruggs, 
very slowly; “and if I did and he knew 
that I peached-” 


all^^ 
Schruggs. ; H;. cb v ; b 

“I’m afraid it is,” returned Trim. 

Schruggs groaned and stared in a ter¬ 
rified way at Trim. 

“You must be a perfect demon,” he 
said, faintly, “to have escaped him.” 

44 I'll have him hanged on your account 
yet,” Trim responded. 

Schruggs shook his head. 

“No,” he answered. “You won’t be 
able to get him. ” 

“Yes, I shall, and you’d like to have 
me, too. ’ ’ 

Schruggs looked at Trim without re¬ 
plying. 

“Come, my man,” said the boy, seri¬ 
ously. “You are in a bad scrape. It 


4 'He shall never know!” urged Trim. 

44 There isn’t any doubt that the police 
will protect you if you'll only give a clew 
to his identity. 

“Come, now, what is his name?” 
Schruggs only stared for reply. His 
responded. | mind was evidently fighting with a mul¬ 
titude of terrors. 

“I know more of his name than von 

V 

think, ” urged Trim, and at a guess lie 
added the initials H. G. 

Schruggs’ eyes were growing glassy. 
strange light came into them for just 
There was no possibility of | a second as Trim mentioned these letters, 

and the young detective wondered 
whether he had hit the mark. 

“H. G.repeated Trim, eagerly. 
“Tell me, what do they stand for?” 

Schruggs opened his lips, evidently 
made a great effort to speak, half rose 
upon his elbow, and then sunk back 
speechless for evermore. 

Trim knelt beside the body for several 
minutes. At last he arose, feeling de¬ 
pressed and gloomy. It was a terrible 
thing to see a man die thus. 

“He has gone!” Trim reflected, “with 
all the worst secrets of his crimes with 
him.” n 

It was now quite dark outside, and 
there was no reason why he should re¬ 
main longer in this cellar. 

He accordingly composed Schruggs' re¬ 
mains decently and then went upstairs 
into the house. He found that it was 
wholly empty. There was not eyen a 
scrap of furniture in the place. 

As he roamed about the rooms a hope- 


are in a Daci scrape, 
would be impossible to get either priest 
or doctor herein time to help you. 

“You’d better do the best you* can to ful thought occurred to him. 

make up for your crimes by telling me 44 It ought to be easy, ” his thought ran, 
all you know of the man who shot you.” “to find out who owns or leases this 

w * 

“I don’t dare to, ” was the response. I place. That should be a clew. ” 

“Don’t dare to!” exclaimed Trim. | There was nothing in the house to in¬ 
dicate that it ever nad been occupied, 
and as lie looked out from one and an- 
other window he saw that there were no 
houses near by in any direction. 

At a considerable distance, it is true, 
there was a twinkle of lights from several 
windows, but the houses from which 


i < 


Why, it was only a short time ago I 
heard you say that you were afraid of 

me. ’ ’ 

“Yes, I was and am.” 

44 You’ve nothing to fear from me and 
you're not in any shape to be afraid of 
him. 
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they came were too far to be considered j 
as in the neighborhood. 

Trim thought how it might be possible 
that his highness was still lurking some¬ 
where near to see whether his victim had 
managed to escape from the terrible trap 
prepared for him. 

He therefore disguised himself corn-; 
pletely before he left the house. 

As he found all doors locked from 
without he made his way out through a 
window. 

Then lie betook himself to Balmain, 

whi ch proved to be a short distance away 

over the brow of the hill. 

* * 

He met nobody who appeared to take 
the slightest interest in him, and was 
therefore convinced that his highness, 
having left the house after murdering 
Schruggs, had gone immediately away 
from the neighborhood. 

Trim went to the headquarters of the 
Tigers. 

The house appeared as before. 

He still had the key with him, and more 
for curiosity than, anything else he un¬ 
locked the door and went in. * 

The front room was as he had first 

seen it. 

He found another candle, lighted it and 
then pressed the secret springs that 
worked the panel door. j 

It flew open readily, revealing this 
time the dark well. 

He looked down and held his candle 
out over the opening. About fifteen feet 
below him he saw the reflection of his 
light in water. That showed that. the 

o 

tunnel had been flooded as completely as 
the villain who constructed it could have 
wished. 

There was nothing about the place to 
indicate whether his highness had re¬ 
turned there after opening the fljoodgate. 

After making a sufficient inspection of 
the house to satisfy himself on this point, 
Trim closed the panel door and went 

away. y T 

He then began a series of inquiries 
among the real-estate agents which it is 
unnecessary to describe in detail. 

He asked his questions with caution in 
order that no one might suspect the real 

object of his inquiry. 

The result of it was that about nine 


o’clock in the evening he learned that 
the house over the brow of the hill where 
he had left the dead body of Schruggs 
belonged to a certain Mr. Jackson, and 
that it had been leased for a term of five 
rears manv months before. 

The man who had taken the lease was 
known as J. A. Brown. 

The agent who had managed tiie trans¬ 
action said to Trim : 

“Mr. Brown was a stranger to me, and 
admitted that he had no acquaintances in 
Svdnev or its vicinity, so he could not 

j j - * 

give me any references, you understand. 

o - ' J 

“For that reason I required him to pay 
a considerable sum in the wav of advance 
rent. 

“He was willing to do th is, and 
planked down enough money to cover 

the rent for two years. Since then I 

■ 

haven’t heard from him. 

“He said that he was going to take a 
long" r journey and might not # occupy the 

house within a year. 

“As the rent was paid ! didn't concern 
myself with whether he occupied the 
house or not. 

“The name of Brown," thought Trim, 
“doesn’t help me very much. However, 
we'll see if it was the same man who 
leased the house occupied by the Tigers 
as a headquarters.” 

j It was too late then to follow up this 
line of inquiry, and Trim accordingly let 

it rest until the morning. 

Before going to his hotel he called at 

Pemberton’s office to notify him of the 
death of Schruggs. 

The captain had gone home and Trim 
[did not care to explain his business to a 

subordinate. 

I It did not seem right to leave the body 
uncared for throughout the night, and so 
! he set out to wake up the captain. 

When he arrived at Pemberton’s house 
he found that that official was away at¬ 
tending to some business in a distant part 
of the city. 

Trim followed him there, only to find 
that he had just left for his home. Back 
he went to the captain's house, where 
he learned that Pemberton had not vet 
returned. 

There was a telephone in the house, of 
course, and Trim asked permission to use 
it. * * 1 
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He rang up the captain's office and I 
found that Pemberton was there. f 

Trim asked him to remain in the office' 

until he should call. 

So it came about that it was consider¬ 
ably after midnight before Trim man¬ 
aged to find the captain and make his 

report. 

It need hardlv be said that Pemberton 

was intensely interested. 

■ 

He not only complimented Trim upon 
his shrewdness and courage, but he ap- 
proyed his judgment in every particular. 

“There’s no doubt," he said, 4 ‘that be¬ 
fore we rest to-night we should have 
Schruggs’ body attended to. 

“I’ll look after it myself, as Ihn curi¬ 
ous to see the end of that remarkable tun¬ 
nel. 

“I’ll go with you if you like,'’ said 
Trim. 

“Don’t you think you'd better^o to 

* ** 

sleep instead ?” 

u Xo. There'll be time enough for sleep 
later. ” 

Pemberton was only too willing to 
have the young fellow go along with 
him. 

Accordingly they limited up a deputy 
coroner, and accompanied by two ordi¬ 
nary policemen they crossed the ferry to 
Balmain. 

Before leaving his office the captain 
had telephoned to an undertaker to have 
a wagon in readiness to carry the body of 

o •* 

the dead criminal to the morgue. 

This wagon was waiting for the party 
at the Balmain ferry. 

Trim and Pemberton Engaged a cab 

o 

there and drove at once to the house on 
the outskirts of the village where the 
bodv of Schruggs had been left. 

The deputy coroner and policemen 
came after them in the undertaker’s 
wagon. 

“So this is the place, hey?’’ remarked 
Pemberton as they alighted in front of 
the house. 

“Yes,” Trim responded; “and to save 
time we might as well go in through the 
window bv which I came out, for all the 
doors are locked. ” 

He accordingly led the wav around the 

o ^ - 

corner of the house and then stopped ab¬ 
ruptly. 


“What’s the matter?" exclaimed Pem¬ 
berton, who was close at his heels. 

“I left that window open,” Trim re¬ 
sponded. 

“It might have fallen down,” said the 

o 1 

captain. 

“Perhaps. ” 

Trim put his hands upon the sash and 
tried to raise it. 

“If this window fell down,” he re¬ 
marked, dryly, “it could not have locked 
itself, for it isn't that kind of a lock.” 

The captain also tried to raise tlie sash. 
“It’s locked, sure enough,” he replied. 
“What does it mean?” 

Trim said nothing, but went around 
to the front door and tried it. 

That also was locked. So also were 
the two other doors at the side and back 

of the house respectively. 

“I think von must be mistaken," 

& 

Pemberton said, “about that window 
fastening. It is probably one of the self¬ 
locking kind. ” 

“We’ll see,'’ Trim answered as he be¬ 
wail to work away at the lock oi one of 

o ^ * 

the doors with a button hook that was at¬ 
tached to his pocket knife, 

'As it was a very ordinary lock it took . 
him but a moment to pick it. Then the 
party entered the house. 

Trim led them at once to the cellar. 

He had lighted his lamp and he turned 
its rays upon the spot where he had left 
the body of Schruggs. 

Again he stood still abruptly. 

There was no body there! 

“Well,” said the captain, “where is 
the departed criminal?" 

“The criminal lias departed with a 
vengeance!” was Trim's response, 
j He threw the rays of the lamp all 
around the cellar. Nowhere was there 
any trace whatever of Schruggs. 

! Pemberton was mystified and so too was 
I Trim, but lie was thinking hard. He 
! kept his thoughts to himself. 

“1 can show you that this is not a 
j ghost story, anyhow,” said Trim, pres- 
j ently. 

With this he opened the door that led 
- down to the tunnel. 

t The captain went down the stairs with 
; him and presently they stood in the un¬ 
derground chamber where the murder had 
| taken place. 
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The trapdoor was open just as it had I morrow and I'm going to my hotel now 
been when Trim left it. A few feet be- to sleep. 

low the level of the opening they saw ‘T think your men ought to search un- 
■vvater. til they find the body of Schruggs.” 

“The tide is going out, isn’t it?” asked “They shall do so. I’ll have them 

Trim. j scour the entire vicinity of this house and 

“Certainly, ” replied the captain. turn all Sydney upside down if neces- 

“Verv well, then. In about three hours ! sary. ” * . 

' J ' _ ^ # - - 


more or less the tunnel will be probably 
dry. It'is already at a much lower level 
than it wasjwhen I was here. ’* 

“All of which, ” remarked Pemberton, 
“is interesting; but what interests me 
more is the disappearance of Schruggs. 
Are you positive that he was dead?” 
“Dead for all time,” answered Trim. 


CHAPTER VI. 

THE CUFF-BUTTON CLEW. 

“Then,” said Pemberton, “the fellow 
von call his highness must have returned 
here and carried away the body.” 

Trim nodded. 

“I don’t believe,” said Trim, 
his highness carried the body far 


“that 

awav. 


“You won't need to. The body is near 
by. ” 

“You believe that?" 

44 Yes . 1 ’ 

“What’s your idea?” 

“The tunnel is so built that it will be 
filled with water only at high tide. In 
other words, at low tide the water will all 
run out excepting a portion in the middle 
that is below the level of the sea. 

“I think that his highness would 
reckon that a body thrown into the tun¬ 
nel would either be carried out to sea and 
so lost or that it would lodge in the mid¬ 
dle and then be so covered with water 
that no one would find it there even if 
they had the nerve to try for it, ” 

“You shall see," exclaimed Pember¬ 
ton, “that the Sydney police have nerve 
enough to try for anything. 

“It is perfectly right that you should 


It’s got to be found.” 

“I suppose it has,” returned the cap-j 

lain, “but I don’t see what will be gained j . ^ . i 

. .’ ,, go to your hotel now, get a good sleep, 

' Trim looked thoughtfully at the cap- and report to me as early in the morning 

as vou see fit.” 


tain ami asked : 

“Doesn’t it occur to you as a mighty 
queer tiling that liis highness should have 
come back to this house and taken away 
the body ? 

“Doesn't it strike vou as if it was a 
particularly bold play?” 

“Well, yes, it does. I should think 
that he would have got as far out of the 
wa y as possi b 1 e. ” 

“Pie doesn’t want anv evidences of his 
crime to be found,” Trim declared. 

“That may be, ” the captain half ad¬ 
mitted, “blit why should he take a course 

* 

ike this when lie knows that you’ll find 
it and that you'll therefore be aware that 
he’s on his guard against you?” 

“I suspect,” Trim answered, “that bis 
highness believes that I am even now ly¬ 
ing drowned in the tunnel. ’ 

“But the open window must have told 

him that vou had 

i# j 

house?’! 

“Xot necessarily. 

“However, I shall have work to do to- 


ojot out through the 

o 


Trim went away at once, and it is only 
necessary to speak further of the opera¬ 
tions of that night to say that when it 
came low tide Pemberton and his men 
entered the tunnel and went down the 
grade until they reached the level of 
water left there by the flood, and that 
tlit*v then waded in and found the body of 
Sch ruggs floating near the branch passage 
that led up to the Tigers’ headquarters. 

In spite of his long labors Trim arose 
earlv next morning and resumed his,in¬ 
quiries among real-estate agent>.. 

He soon found that the house used by 
the Tigers as a headquarters was leased 
by a man who gave his name as Henry 
Gardner. 

This information gave Trim a great 
deal of hope, for the initials of the name 
corresponded with the letters that formed 
the monogram on the broken curt button. 

it was still possible that Henry Gard¬ 
ner might be an assumed name, but it 
was not probable. 
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He could learn little about this man 
named Gardner from the agent, as, in the 
case of the house on the outskirts of Bal¬ 
main, the man who leased it had paid his 
rent in advance and had never been to 
see the agent since. 

The agent was one of those persons 
who cannot describe a man's appearance 
clearly, and Trim therefore got very little 
satisfaction as the result of his questions. 

Nevertheless he felt greatly encour¬ 
aged, and hurrying to the nearest hotel 
he consulted a directory for the purpose 
of finding whether the name Henry Gard¬ 
ner appeared in it. 

It proved that there were three men in 
Svdnev of that name. 

It was still early in the morning and 
he decided to look them up before he re¬ 
ported to Captain Pemberton. So he 
hired a cab and asked to be driven to a 
certain number on Victoria Street which 
was set down in the directory as the busi¬ 
ness place of one of the Gardners. 

Trim found it to be a small grocery. 
A middle-aged man was arranging boxes 
of vegetables upon the walk in front of 
the door. 

“I say, mister,” said Trim, “can 
you tell me whether Mr. Henry Gard¬ 
ner is about?” 


“You’re 'sure hit’s ’Enry Gardner, be 
you ?” 

“That’s the name.” 

“Then it might be my cousin.” 

“Ah! yes, so it might. And where 
does he live?” 

The grocer gave another direction, and 
Trim, having thanked him, drove away. 
The other direction was the third place 
noted in the directory as the residence of 
a Henry Gardner. 

It was in a short street not far from the 
grocer’s. The number proved to be a 
small house, the ground floor of which 
was given over to a cobbler’s shop. 

Trim entered the shop and, finding that 
the cobbler was talking to a customer, 
made a pretext of wishing to buy a pair 
of shoestrings. 

In the course of this little transaction 
he learned easily enough that the man lie 
was dealing with was Henry Gardner, 
and he was entirely satisfied that this one 
also could not possibly be his highness. 

“Neither of these two Gardners,” 
thought Trim as he returned to his can, 
I “is clever enough to disguise himself so 
as to deceive me, and besides that, I size 
them up as honest men anyhow. 

“The third being the grocer’s father ; s 
: altogether too old, so 1 don’t need to see 
him. 


“Hi fancy Hi can,” was the prompt 
response, “for Hi’m that hindividnal,” 

“Oh! your name is Henry Gardner, is 

it?” ' b 

“Hit is, sir. What can Hi do for 
you?” 

m 

“Nothing, I think, for you’re not the 
Henry Gardner I’m looking for.” 

“Oh, then hit might be mv father. ” 

“Is your father’s name Henry also?” 

“Hit is.” 

“Where does he live?” 

Gardner junior gave* the street and 
number, and Trim on referring to his 
memorandum book found that it was an¬ 
other, of the places given in the directory 
against the name Henry Gardner. 

o ^ 

“That accounts for two of them,” he 
said to himself. “Perhaps it’s the third, 
for this man is certainly not his highness, 
and of course his father, who must be a 
very old fellow, could not be.” 

“I reckon,” said Trim aloud, “that it 
isn’t your father I’m looking for.” 


“Now, then, having traced all the 
Henry Gardners that can be found in the 
directory, I am forced to conclude either 
that the Henry Gardner who leased that 
house in Balmain gave a fictitious name 
or that there is a Henry Gardner in town 
who has managed to escape solicitors for 
the directory. I suppose it must be the 
atter case. ” 

As he had come to a halt in this line 
of investigation, there was nothing better 
to do than to report at Captain Pember¬ 
ton’s office, and that he did next. 

The captain had blit just arrived when 
Trim went in. 

In a few words Trim was informed of 
the finding of Schruggs’ body and of the 
failure of the police to make any further 
progress in the matter. 

: low far have von got ?” asked the 

*/ r * 

captain when he had concluded. 

“Well,” said Trim, “I’ve a small 
clew, but I haven’t got very far in work¬ 
ing it up.” 
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As he said this he put his fingers into 
his pocket to take out the broken cuff 
button, which he had not yet mentioned 
to the captain. 

He had not shown it before the- doer 
opened and an elderly man of very digni¬ 
fied appearance came hurriedly in. 

1 hope you'll excuse me, Captain 
Pemberton,’’ he said, “for coming in un¬ 
announced, but it is because I’m in a 
hurry and extremely anxious. I hope 
vou’il be able to give me a moment oi 

‘your attention at once.” 

“Surely, Mr. Henley,” responded 
Captain Pemberton, rising. “I think our 
matter can wait a moment, can it not?” 

The latter question was addressed to 
Trim, who promptly answered that it 
could and pushed the broken cuii button 

back into his pocket. 

“Is it something of a private nature, 
Mr. Henley?” asked the captain of his 
visitor. 

“Yes and no,” was the response, with 
a hesitating glance at Trim. “I shouldn’t 
care to have the reporters make note of it 
at present. ” 

“This young man is not a reporter,” 
interrupted the captain. “He’s an Ameri¬ 
can detective who is just now assisting 
our force. 

“Permit me to introduce you. Mr. 
Henley, Mr. Trimble Carter,” 

“I am pleased to meet you, sir,” said 
Mr. Henley, extending his hand. “You 
seem to be very young for a detective. 1 ’ 

“He has a young body and an old 
head,” exclaimed Pemberton. 

“Ah!” said Henley; “then it’ll be 
very well i:i he should listen to what I 
have to say, for it is not impossible that 
lie may make some valuable sugges¬ 
tions.” 

Trim was not anxious to remain, and 
vet, as he really wanted to discuss his own 
case with Pemberton before proceeding 
further with it, he felt that there was 
nothing better to do than to take pait in 
the conversation with this Mr. Henley . 

He sat down, and Mr. Henley, taking 
a chair between him and the captain, be¬ 
gan at once. 

" I’m anxious about my son, captain.” 

“Indeed! What is the matter with 

him?” 

“That is more than I can say. I’ve 


not seen him at all for three or four days, 
and I cannot learn that during that time 
he has been seen at any of his usual 
haunts.” 

“Isn't he off on some fishing or shoot¬ 
ing excursion ?” 

“No. It is two or thre^'years since he 
has indulged in that kind of pastime, and 
if he had gone no\v his friends at the club 
would know 7 of it or he would have in¬ 
formed us. No, captain, his disappear¬ 
ance is a serious matter. I am convinced 
of it. ” 

“You surely don't suspect anything 
like foul play, Mr. Henley?” 

“I don’t know what to think, captain.” 

The old gentleman's voice shook with 
agitation, and he paused to collect him¬ 
self. 

“Guy,” he continued presently, “has 
been acting very strangely for some time 
past. ’ ’ 

Here he paused and looked dowm at the 
floor. 

“Don’t be afraid to speak your worst 
thoughts here,” said the captain, kindly. 
“Whatever they are, you may be sure 
that neither of us will betray any secrets. ’ ’ 

"It is more than a year,” said Mr. 
Henley in a low voice, “since I noticed 

m 

the first signs of a change in Guy.” 

Again he hesitated, and the captain 

asked: 

“Was ir some sign of mental trouble?” 

Mr. Henley glanced from the captain 
to Trim as if he was scared at the sug¬ 
gestion. 

“God knows!” he answered. “I cannot 
tell. It would be difficult to make clear 
to you just what this change was like, 
Hit be became moody, silent and unsocial. 

“He continued to live with us in Para¬ 
matta, but most of his time, nevertheless, 
was spent in the city.” 

“At his club, I suppose?” 

“! suppose so, and yet it is impossible 
to account for all of his time there.” 

“Quite likely; but Why should there be 
any cause for anxiety in that?” 

“Well, because of late he has been with 
us less and less, and his associates at the 
club have noticed similar changes. 

“Nobody has any good theory to sug¬ 
gest to account for them, and I am beside 
myself with anxiety.” 

“What would you have us do?” 
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“I would like to have you institute a J Captain Pemberton looked displeased 
quiet search for him. ” and surprised. 

u Aiid yet you say you don't want us to “Pm sorry,” he said, “that you should 
make the matter public ?” '(think of deserting this case for a possible 

“No, I'd rather not, for if he should 
turn up of his own accord he would be 
terribly angry. If you can get on his 
track by some quiet means I think it will 
be better. ” 

“Very well, Mr. Henley, we’ll try it. 

“I suppose you have a photograph of 
your son with you that I can show to the 

J ” j \ r ' 4 

detectives whom I shall assign to this 
matter?” 

“I thought I had,'’ he answered, “but 
I must have left it on mv desk at the 

9 

office. I will go and get it and bring it 
back within an hour.” . 

“It will be better to do so. 

“I’ve seen your son, though not for a 
long time, but it's quite likely that none 
of my detectives knows his face at all.” 

“I’ll bring you the photograph, ” said 
Mr. Henley, speaking in a still more agi¬ 
tated tone, “and if—if anything should 
happen at the—morgue •” 

“Don’t distress yourself, Mr. Henley,” 
remarked the captain. “I don't think 
that your son has committed suicide, and 
it is still less probable that he has met 
with foul play. ” 

Mr. Henley shook his head sadly. 

“I don't know what to think!” he 
muttered. 

“r'm dreadfully anxious. 

“I'll bring you the photograph, and I 
beg you to keep me informed of anything 
that may throw light upon his disappear¬ 


ance. 

With this he shook hands with both 
Trim and the captain and left the room. 

”He is one of our wealthiest and most 
respected men,” remarked the captain as 
he sat down again. 

“Now what were von going to tell me 

J o o 

about that clew ?” 

“About what?” 

“You said you had a clew." 

“Ah, yes. Well, I reckon it’s not 
worth talking of. ” 

“Why not?" 

“Because i have an idea I'll change 
my plan.” 

“What do you think of doing, then?” 
“I think of hunting for Guy Henley.” 


reward-•” 

“Reward be hanged!” interrupted 
Trim, impatiently. “Who lias offered a 
reward ?” 

“Well, I suppose that you infer old 
Mr. Henley would put up handsomely 
for the discovery of his son’s where¬ 
about?” 

“It hadn't occurred to me.” 

“Oh!” 

Pemberton said this in a tone* that 
showed he did not believe Trim. 

The young fellow was half inclined to 
be angry, but he reflected that after all 
Pemberton was not yet very well acquaint¬ 
ed with him, so he laughed sarcastically 
and remarked: 

“I’m thinking, captain, that it's quite 
possible that old Mr. Henley, instead of 
offering a reward for information about 

o 

his son, would be quite willing, if he 
knew the facts, to pay double the price to 
keep the information away from you.” 

“Well, now you’re talking in riddles!" 
exclaimed the captain. 

“Am I?” 

“•Indeed von are. I don’t understand 
at all what vou are driving at. 

“The Henleys are most respectable 
people. They have an elegant estate in 
Paramatta, which, as perhaps you know, 
is the most important suburb of Sydney. " 

“Yes, I know. It's a few miles out to 
the west, isn’t it?'’ 

“Yes.” 

“I think i'll run out there and see 

what I can find out about Guv Henley." 

* ~ 

“ You insist upon dropping this other 
case, then, do you?" 

Drop nothing!” 

Then why do vou bother vour head 

9? m 

about tliis missing man, who quite likely 
is on a prolonged spree somewhere, who 
probably will turn up in the course of a 
(day or two seedy and penniless, with 

| promises to reform-” 

“When Guy Henley turns up with 
promises to reform,” interrupted Trim, 
“you’d better double discount all lie 


t L 
t i 'l' 


savs. 


y y 


“Now what are you driving at, Trim?" 
The boy reflected a moment. 


\ 
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He Knew that XicK Carter airi 
fattier frequently kept their thoughts to 
themselves, not even expressing their 
suspicions to the police with whom they 
were associated. 

He was tempted to follow the same 
course, for he had a pride in his work 
and he disliked the thought of being 

caught in a mistake. 

It was possible that he might be mis¬ 
taken here, and yet there seemed to be 
nothing particular to be gained by exas¬ 
perating the captain, who had already 
been mystified several times by Trines 
apparently queer conduct and who so 
far had found that everything Trim did 
was just as it should be; so after a little 

he remarked, quietly: 

“I’m going to spend my time from this 
on in hunting for Guy Henley, because 
that is the name of his highness/' 


CHAPTER VII. | 

an unknown enemy. 

♦ 

To say that Captain Pemberton was 

amazed would be putting it mildly. 

“It will be hard to convince me of 

that !” he exclaimed. 

“It won't take me long, Trim re¬ 
sponded, 14 to prove to my own satisfac¬ 
tion whether I’m right or wrong/ 1 
“How so?” 

“Didn’t Mr. Henley say he was going 

to bring a photograph?” , 

“Ah, yes; and von hope to recognize 

the features ?' 1 
“I do.” 

“You’ll be careful not to make any 
mistake?” 

“1 certainly will. The last thing I 
would want to do would be to put an in¬ 
nocent man into trouble or even into sus¬ 
picion.” 

“That’s right. And now tell me just 
what has led you to this conehision.” 

Trim thereupon produced the broken 
cuff button and told the captain various 
details of his experiences that lie had 

omitted to tell before. 

He also reminded the officer that there 

were coses on record where men of wealth 
r„dhood social standing had become the 
leaders ot criminal organizations. 

The captain knew of such instances, 
and finally remarked that possibly young 
1 leiilev had become insane on subject 


and that his mania would lead him to the 
commission of crimes as long as lie lived. 

44 It’s not my business,” said Trim, 

44 to ask whether lie is insane or not. It's 
certain that he’s got a clear head for de- 
tai ls and a wholesome mind for organiza¬ 
tion. 

“The thing I propose to do is to put a 

stop to his career. ” 

“What a terrible blow it will be for 
his father and family," sighed the cap¬ 
tain, "‘if your suspicions should prove to 
be correct. ” 

“Yes. I’m sorry for the old gentle¬ 
man, and here he comes.” 

An elegant carriage had drawn up in 
front of the station, out from which Mr. 
Henley alighted and proceeded to the 
captain’s door. 

“I’ve the photograph," he said, “and, 
lit is at your service, but I must repeat 
that I hope you will keep the matter pri¬ 
vate for the present.” 

The captain glanced at the photograph 
and laid it upon his desk. Trim did not 
even look toward it. 

Mr. Henley nervously picked the pho¬ 
tograph up and brought it to Trim. 

“If you are engaged upon work in 
Sydney, Mr. Carter," he said, with a 
trembling voice, “you may yourself come 
across my son somewhere. 

“This is an excellent likeness taken 
within two years; he has hardly changed 

since that time." 

Trim held the photograph before his 
face and stared at it steadil} for se\eial 
seconds, then he handed it back and said, 

quietly: 

“I should know him if I should see 

ini. . . 

“He ;us not been seen by any of us for 

nearlv a week,” responded the old gen¬ 
tleman, “«nd I can get no trace of him. 

“I should he glad to answer any ques¬ 
tions that it may occur to either of you 

to ask. 

“Is there anything you would like to 
ask. Carter?” said the captain. 

“No.” Trim answered, “but I mav 
take a run out to Paramatta this afternoon 


or evening. 




“Do!” cried Mr. Henley. “We shall 
give yon every assistance in our power.” 

After the exchange of a few more 
words the old gentleman again left the 
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office and Pemberton turned inquiringly 
to Trim. 

“It's the main!” said the boy, quietly. 

“No mistake?” 

* “I’m as sure of it as l am that I stand 
here.” 

Then,” replied Pemberton, “there 
ought not to be any very great difficulty 
in running him down?” 

“No, I doiTt think there will be.” 

Trim smiled qtieerly as he said this, 
and the captain asked him what he was 
t hinking of. 

1 was recalling how I chased around 
‘own this morning, ” was the reply, “after 
men named Henry 1 Gardner. 

“You see, I made out the letters G and 
H on this monogram, and when 1 leaned 
over Schruggs as he was dying I spoke - 
them in the wrong order. I said H. G. 
instead of G. H. 

“There was a gleam in his eyes that I 
misunderstood, 

“I thought it meant that I had hit it 
right. Instead of that the old villain must 
have felt a kind of triumph in seeing that 
I had guessed wrong. 

“Now I think I could tell vou a correct 
story of how Guy Henley, alias his high¬ 
ness, hired that house in Balmain.” 

“Do vou mean the one over the other 
side of the hill?” 

“No. He called himself Brown when 
he hired that, but I’m thinking of the 
other. 

“I ? m thinking that lie went into the 
real-estate office, and being called upon 
to sign his name to some paper, the sleeve 
of his coat slipped up so that his cuff and 
the button were plainly shown. 

“With his initials in sight, he would 
see at once that it might not do to sign 
the name of Brown, Jones, or Robinson 
to a document when he had a cuff button 
bearing letters that would not answer to 
such names, so lie probably wrote the first 
name that occurred to him that had ini¬ 
tials corresponding to his own, but he re¬ 
versed them in order to disguise his iden¬ 
tity as far as possible. ” 

“And you think that’s the way lie 
came to call himself Henry Gardner?” 

I shouldn’t be surprised if it was. 
It’s unimportant, and I shan’t give the 
matter any further thought. ” 

Trim was true to his word, but the 


c t 
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captain’s curiosity was so aroused that at 
a later time he made a little investigation 
on his own account. 

He went to the real-estate agent who 
had let the house, and from him learned 
that when the papers came to be signed 
the man who had hired the house bent 
over tlie table to write his name, and that 
as he did so his cuff button was ftillv ex- 
posed. 

“That’s a neat monogram you have 
there,” remarked the agent. 

Yes,” the man responded, and imme¬ 
diately wrote the name Henrv Gardner 
upon the paper. 

So it seemed that Trim had correctly 

m 

guessed that part of the transaction. 

Captain Pemberton and Trim discussed 
the new features of the case at some 
length before the young man left the 
office to resume his investigation. 

The captain offered him the assistance 
of the best detectives on the force, but 
Trim thought he could proceed alone to 
better advantage. 

“There are a good many questions to 
be asked,” lie said, “and it’ll be better lo 
stick to. the old man’s wish of keeping 
the tiling private. 

“It’ll surprise me a good deal if Guy 
Henley doesn’t believe that I’m lying 
drowned in the tunnel. As long as he 
thinks that, there is a chance of finding 
him right here in Sydney.” 

“Keep that disguise on,” remarked the 
captain, “and he’ll never recognize you. ” 

Xi Vm not so sure about that, for he has 
very sharp eyes. ” 

There is no need to narrate how Trim 
passed the next three or four hours. 
They were spent just as detectives have 
to pass a great deal of their time—asking 
the same sort of questions of a great many 
people. 

He was trying to learn all he could 
about the habits and character of Guy 
Henley and trying to do so without at¬ 
tracting any especial attention to himself. 

He succeeded satisfactorily in this re- 
spect and met with no incident that need 
be told. 

It was about the middle of the afternoon 
when he thought that he had learned all 
that he could in this line, and as no clew 

to Henlev’s whereabout had been found 

0 

up to that time, he decided that it would 
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be best to run out to Paramatta and see 
what might be discovered there. 

He accordingly hired a cab, as he did 
not wish to be under the necessity of 
waiting for trains at suburban stations. 

It was about an hour’s drive out, and 
when he arrived there lie made it his first 
business to look over the Henley estate, 
which was a large one lying just outside 

the village. . 

Then he continued his line of inquiries 

as he had done in the city, proceeding 
very cautiously, and tnuling little if any¬ 
thing that threw light upon the matter. 

The main point was that he satisfied 
himself that Guy had not been at home 
since two days before the uprising in the 
jail, which has been described in a pre¬ 
vious number of this library and which 
led to the discovery of the Tigers’ organi¬ 
zation. 


It was still light enough to see a con¬ 
siderable distance. 

There were no houses near, and nobody 
was in sight either upon the road or in 
the fields alongside. 

“If this accident was designed to take 
place at this spot,” the boy thought, 
“I’ve got to do something to bring the 
enemy from under cover. I’ll see if I can 
draw him out.” 

He then turned to the driver and said 
aloud: 

44 There’s no use of thinking of getting 
back to Sydney by cab. ” 

“No, sir, not by this cab, hat hany 

rate.” 

4 4 Then I must take a train. Do you 
know where the nearest railroad station 
is?” 

“Yes, sir. Hit’s habout a 'alf mile 
further hon, and you can get to hit 


He was beginning to wonder how he 
should get on the track of Henley, who 
seemed to have hidden himself very 
safely, when he entered his cab and or¬ 
dered the driver to take him back to 
Sydney. 

It was then after sundown. 

A short distance out from Paramatta 

an axle broke. 

Trim got out of the cab at once, and he 

C-J % 

aud the driver set to work to see whet her 
the damage could be repaired on the spot. 

“Hi don’t see ’ow hit could 'ave 'ap- 
peued,” the driver exclaimed, “for the 
haxle was sound as a berry this mornin'. ’’ 
Trim was leaning over the broken 
axle, and it took him no time at ail to see 
how the accident had happened. 

The axle bar bad been sawed part way 
through. 

“Where did you spend your time,” be 
asked, “while 1 was looking over the 
Henlev estate?” 

44 Hin a public ’ouse, sir.” 

“And where was the cab?” - 
“ I iin the sheds at the back of the 

'ouse, sir.” 

4 4 That was when it was clone, ” thought 
Trim. 

“All this time that I’ve been hunting 
for Henley and thinking that I disguised 
myself so he could not recognize me, he 
has actuallv been on my track, and even 

now may be near me. ” 

He stood np and looked around. 


quicker by crossing the fields toward that 
ridge. ” 

4 4 Does the railroad run below that 
ridge ?” 

“Hit goes right through hit, sir. 
There’s a deep cut there.” 

“Oh! And how long will it be before 
a train goes to Sydney?” 

44 About ten minutes, sir. Hi should 
think you can make hit hif you 'urry 
across the fields. ” 

“I’ll try it.” 

Trim set out across the fields, preced¬ 
ing at a rapid pace, and presently arrived 

at the edge of the railroad cut. 

It was fully thirty feet to the bottom, 
where he could just distinguish the 
gleaming rails in the darkness.^ A quarter 
of a mile away he saw the lignts of the 

railroad station. 

He started along the edge of the cut m 
that direction. 

As he approached some Jow trees he 
turned aside. , 

With all his nerve, Trim was cautious, 
and being ever on the alert, he had no 
desire to fall into an ambush anywhere, 
least of all in a place where there might 
be a long fall with a broken neck to pay 

for it. 

His caution served him a good turn 
this time, for he had hardly entered into 
the shadow of the trees when a light 
whirring noise caused him to throw up 
his left arm. 
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He did so just in time to ward oil the 
loop of a lariat that came spinning 
toward him. As it was, the lariat wound 
itself around his arm, and he was nearly 
pulled to the ground by a terrific tug. I 

Trim instantly unwound the lariat and j 
then threw himself flat upon the ground. 

Just as he did so there was a flash a few 
feet in front of him, a report of a pistol, 
and a ball whistled over his head. Then 
there was the sound of teet crashing 
toward him. 

Trim leaped up just as his adversary 
reached him and grappled with him. 

It proved to be a tall, broad-shouldered 
man who could not be mistaken for his 
highness. 

This was not Guy Henley, although he 
could not see the man's face in the dark- 
ness. 

They struggled in silence, Trim’s 
enemy gradually dragging h .. • = in spite of 
all his efforts toward the edge of the rail¬ 
road cut. 

The young fellow exerted all his 
strength and tried every trick he knew of 
wrestling and boxing to get the advantage 
of his powerful enemy. 

It was a most unequal combat. The 
big fellow had strength enough to crush 
the voting American in his hands; never¬ 
theless, Trim gave him a hard job of it. 

At one time he got the big fellow down 
on his knees, but before he could take 
advantage of that situation his enemy 
had risen again and was dragging him 

on. 


BrThe unknown assailant tumbled upon 
a loose stone and fell at the very edge of 
the cut. 

Trim gave a leap backward, caught 
the limb of a tree with one hand, and 

held on with all his might. 

His enemy had him by the shoulder, 
but his hold was loosened by his stum¬ 
bling, and before he could catch it again 
he had begun to slip over the edge of the 

cut. 

With a gasp of alarm he gripped his 
hands hard into Trim’s coat and tried to 
pull himself up. 

He might have done so, for the coat 
was of very strong cloth, but Trim^ 
quickly slipped his arm out of the sleeve 
of the coat and then laid that hand upon 
the branch of the tree. 


Holding on with that, he let go with 
his other hand, and the weight ot the 
man’s body promptly pulled the coat off 
of that arm. 

With a rattling and bumping sound, 
mingled with a cry of horror, the man 
fell down the face of the cut to the rail¬ 
road tracks, leaving Trim breathless hut 
comparatively uninjured at the top. 

The young fellow had no sooner real¬ 
ized that he had escaped the death his 
assailant intended for him when he be¬ 
came aware of the roaring of an approach¬ 
ing train. 

It was a single-track road below him, 
and the cut was very narrow. 

It instantly occurred to him that his 

assailant must certainly be 
the force of his fall would 
his body across the rails. 

There was a shrill shriek 
aine’s whistle and a great 
rumbling noise, showing that the engi¬ 
neer had applied the brakes and reversed 
steam at once. 

Trim pulled himself by the branch of 
the tree to a perfectly safe position, but 
even then so great was his horror of what 
must be taking place below that he did 
not venture to look down. 

Instead lie ran down the slope of the 
ii 11 through which the cut was made 
until he came to the place where the rail¬ 
road tracks ran into the open. 

The train had just come to a standstill 
and Trim ran alon ide, closely following 
two or three trainmen who had jumped 
from the ears and were hurrying into the 

cut. 

«‘He’s probably stone dead,” one of 

them remarked ; and another responded : 

44 It’s a wonder he didn’t throw the 

« 

train off the rails. ’’ 


run over, for 
surely throw 

from the en- 
shaking and 


CHAPTER VIII. 

fp 

CHEATING THE GALLOWS. 

Passengers were sticking their heads 
out of the windows of the compartments 
of the cars, but as the trainmen had 
locked the doors none of them got out. 

There were, therefore, only two or 
three persons besides Trim when they 
discovered a bruised body huddled up be¬ 
side the tracks. 

The man was not dead, but he was in 
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his last gasps. He still clutched in his 
hands Trim’s coat. 

The lad knelt before him and exclaimed 
in astonishment: 

44 Archie Grosvenor!'’ 

44 Yes,” said the dying man, feebly, 

44 I’m Grosvenor, and you won the last 

trick in our game, my boy. ” 

Grosvenor was an Englishman whose 
crooked dealings had given Trim oppor¬ 
tunities for work before. 


“I'm pretty near it. I was not in the 
gang, but I was well acquainted with 
Guy Henley. 

44 I don’t hesitate to mention his name 
because I know that von are on to all his 
doings.” 

44 Yes, and 1 shall capture him.” 

4 "There is no doubt about it! 

“I shall die easier if I can feel that I’ve 
put you in the way of running that great 
villain down.” 


His bold theft of a gold mine and his 
attempts to work a scheme for raising 
money by abduction, as well as Trim’s 
successful efforts to outwit him, have been 
narrated in “Trim Among the Bush¬ 
men” and “Trim’s Double Header,” in 
Nos. 5 and 6. 

Trim’s astonishment at finding Gros¬ 
venor here was perfectly natural, and 
the reason for it was shown in his next 
remark. 

”1 left you locked up in Broken Hill.” 

44 Yes, you did,” Grosvenor admitted ; 
“and if you’d been there I probably 
couldn’t have got away. As it was, I 
escaped and came here bound to find you 
and get revenge.” 

‘' Then it was you who sawed the axle 
oi my cab, was it?" 

Grosvenor nodded. 

One of the train hands who had gath¬ 
ered around remarked that possibly there 
was a doctor on boardNvho might relieve 
the injured man, and he ran off at once 
to make inquiries. 

Grosvenor looked after him with a 
grim smile. 

It’s too late for anv doctor to do me 

wt * 

good," he muttered. 

“Make him as easy as possible,” said 
another trainman, coming up with a car¬ 
riage cushion. 

(rrosvenor feebly put out his hand to 
push the cushion away. 

“I don’t want 
“Nothing will make me comfortable ex¬ 
cept to tell this young fellow what I 
know. ’ 1 

44 Is there something you want to say to 
me?” asked Trim. 

44 Yes. You’re hunting for the last of 
the Tigers?” 

“I am,” Trim answered; 44 You don’t 
mean to tell me von are one of them?” 


it,” he groaned. 


Grosvenor paused a moment, for it was 
onlv bv a great effort that he could speak 
at all. ■ 

Trim waited in silence for him to re¬ 
sume. 

“I've been villain enough," lie said 
presently, 4 ‘but Guy was more of a vil¬ 
lain in one day than I could be in a 


vear. 


y y 


“That’s true,” said Trim, “and you'll 
be doing a good deal to 'make up for 
your crimes if you’ll give me a pointer 
now that will help in bringing him to 
justice. ” 

“I’m going to do it. 

“I came straight to Sydney from 
Broken Hill and got here after the at¬ 
tempted jail breaking. 

“I heard how you were mixed up in 
that, and I made up my mind tiiat I 
would lay for von. 

Then I ran across Henley. I knew 

m 

him well enough to speak freely and told 
him all about how you chased me. 

4 4 He believed that he had done for vbit. 

•* 

He said that lie had drowned yon in a 
tunnel over in Balmain.’ 

“Didn't he suspect,” asked Trim, 
“that I had escaped when he found the 
body of Schruggs in the cellar of the 
house instead of in the underground 
room below it?” 

4 4 No. He thought Schruggs had man¬ 
aged to crawl up the stairs before his 
death, and as Henley himself had left 
the house by way of a window instead of 
through a door, he didn’t think that it 
could be you who had left the window 
open. 

44 It wasn’t until this afternoon that he 
was convinced that you had escaped.” 

44 How did he learn that?” 

“I told him. ” 

4 4 Yon?” 
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“Yes. I kept my eyes on Pemberton’s 
office, for I knew that if you were alive 
you’d turn up there some time. You 
were well disguised, but I was certain 
that 1 knew your gait and your general 
shape. 

“I made up my mind that it was you, 
and followed you around like a shadow all 
the afternoon. 

“Then Henley and I put up a job by 
which we should manage to get you out 
to this railroad cut. 

“I thought I could do for you, but I 
didn’t, so there’s no use talking about 
that. * * 

“No,” said Trim. “I’m right sorry 
for you, but the important thing now is, 
where is Henley?” 

“He wouldn’t risk showing himself,” 
said Grosvenor, “and remained in Svd- 
nev. 


Trim looked in vain for him among the 
crowd upon the platform. 

The shrewd villain was there, however, 

and he saw Trim. 

Failing to see Grosvenor and suspect¬ 
ing Trim’s identity in spite of the lad’s 
disguise, Henley calmly crossed the sta¬ 
tion to a train that was just about to start 
out and got aboard. 

He might then have escaped for the 
time being if it had not been that his 
anxiety to know what Trim would do 
led him to a careless action. 

fust as the train was going out he 
thrust his head out of a window an 
looked back. 

Trim caught sight of him. 

The boy’s eyes were as shrewd and 
keen as Henley’s. Disguises amounted 
for little with either of these persons. 

Trim knew his man and knew instantly 


“It was ipy plan to chuck you into the 
cut, where you would either be killed by 1 
the fall or by this train, and then I was 
going to go by the same train to Sydney. 

“He will be waiting for me in. the sta¬ 
tion. Hustle yourself aboard this train 
and you’ll catch him there.” 

These words were uttered very slowly ] 
and with great difficulty. Toward the 
last Trim could hardly hear the dying man 

speak. ■' ! 

He had told all that he could tell, and 
with that his last strength departed. 
Another moment and Archie Grosvenor 

was dead. 

The train was still waiting, of course, 
and when it started on again it bore both 
Grosvenor's dead body and Trim. 

The lad had found a place in a forward 
compartment, and he persuaded the train¬ 
man to leave the door unlocked, so that he 
could jump out the moment the train ar¬ 
rived in Sydney. 

Grosvenor had told him the truth. 
Nevertheless the capture of Henley was 
not such an easy matter, after all. 

The station agent near the cut tele¬ 
graphed the information to Sydney that a 
man had been run down. The news got 
abroad through the station, and although 
it was not known just who the man was, 
Henley had his suspicions aroused and 
kept out of sight as the train came in. 

i Ce was so well disguised that his best 
friend would not have known him, and 


what to do. 

He stood stock still, as if he had not 
recognized his highness until Henley 
drew in his head. Then Trim m:. a 
break for the train. 

A porter tried to stop Inin, but Trim 
knocked the man down. It was his only 
way to accomplish what he was after. 

“Act now,” he thought, “and explain 

afterward must be my policy.” 

Railroad trains in Australia are made 
up like those in England. There are no 
open cars of the American pattern and 
no plaforms between the cars. 

The ends of the cars are blank walls 
with a little projection just above the 
trucks for the coupling apparatus. 

The last car had already passed Trim 
when he began to run. The train had 
not gained much headway, however, and 
he soon had his hands upon the rear car. 
j As the three doors opening into the 
I compartments of the car were closed and 
locked and the windows down, it was 
impossible for him to get aboard the train 
by entering a compartment, 
i There was only one way by which it 
would be possible for him to travel with 
the leader of the Tigers. That was to get 
upon the coupling apparatus of the rear 
car and hang on there, if possible, until 
the train should come to a stop, when he 
might make his way forward and perhaps 
get in the same compartmentwith Henley. 
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People who were waiting at the station 
and whose attention was attracted by his 
running after the train uttered a cry of 
amazement as they saw what he was 
about to attempt. 

There was no one near enough to re¬ 
strain him. 

He sprung from the station platform 
just before he reached the end oi it, and 
landed with his feet upon the coupler. 

He had his eyes open when he did 
this, and if lie had not there is no doubt 
that he would have been jolted off at once 
and probably killed. 

A slender iron rod ran up the end of 
the car connecting the coupler with the 
brake inside the baggage car. 

Trim reached for this rod and caught 
it with both hands. Then for two or 
three seconds he swayed back and forth, 
in danger every instant of being shaken 
off. 

His grip held, however, and by the 
time the train was well clear of the sta¬ 
tion he felt secure*. 

It was bv no means a comfortable 
perch. There was hardly more than room 
enough for his feet upon the coupler, and 
the iron rod lay so close to the wall of 
the car that he could barely keep his 
fingers upon it. 

Trim’s blood was up, and with his prey 
so nearly within reach it would have 
taken more than the shaking of a rail¬ 
road train to make him let ho. 

o 

He hung on, therefore, while the train 
rushed out of the city and thundered 

it 

across the open fields of the country. 

About two miles out from town the 
railroad crossed a river and a narrow val¬ 
ley through which it ran by a long and 
very high trestle. 

“I shouldn’t want to drop off here,” 
thought Trim as he looked down and 
saw the gleaming of water far below him 
in the darkness. 

He did,not fall off, but shortly after 
the train left the trestle upon the other 
side of the valley its speed began to 
slacken. 

It was then much harder than before J 
for the bov to keep his hold. He won¬ 
dered why the train should stop there, for 
he kne\v that there w T as no village in that; 
vicinitv. - j 


The fact was that the train dispa teller 
||in Sydney, having been informed that a 
young man had leaped upon the last car 
of this train, had telegraphed to the 
firs,t signal station beyond the river, with 
instructions to.stop the tram and arrest 
{ the man if lie was still clinging to the 
rear car. 

None of the train hands knew, of 

J 

course, why the train should stop at this 
point, and all of them opened the doors 
of their compartments to get off when the 
train should come to a standstill and find 
out what was the matter, 
f Henley, who knew the road perfectly 
well, saw that there was some unusual 
reason in the train's stopping at this 
; point. 

He at once jumped to the conclusion 
that his presence had been discovered 
there and that orders had been telegraphed 
ahead to stop the train and search for 
; him. 

He w r as alone in a compartment. 

While the train was slowing clown lie 

o 

looked out of the windows on each side. 

♦ )n one side he saw the lights of the 
signal station, on the other was open 

country. 

* 

j He opened the window* on the open- 
country side, and just as the train stopped 
climbed through it and darted away. * 

He had not taken more than a pace 
when strong hands were laid upon liis 
coat collar and he was thrown to the 
ground, while a ringing voice exclaimed: 

“Ah, there, my Tiger! You're a 

troublesome sort of beast, but I’ve got 

* * 

you at last!” 

Trim, suspecting that Henley would 
make just such a move as he did, had 
dropped from the train before it stopped 
and ran along on the side opposite the 
signal station. 

He remembered which car Henley was 
in and arrived at the end of it just as the 
villain climbed out. 

Taken entirely by surprise, Henley 
could offer no resistance at the start, and 
before he had begun, to struggle Trim 
had handcuffs upon his wrists. 

Then his highness became suddenly 
very quiet. 

“The game is up!” lie remarked, 
calmly. “You’ll not find me trouble- 
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some any longer, for I admit at last that 
you're my master. 

44 You’ll find me a tame Tiger from 
this on !” 

Trim was too excited and exultant over 
his success to pay much attention to the 
fellow’s words, "but if he had he would 
not have believed that Henley would be¬ 
have himself. 

4 'Give him a chance to escape,” 
thought Trim, “and he'll take it.” 

Of course there were a lot of questions 
to be answered from the railroad employ¬ 
ees, who speedily became aware of what 
had happened. 

There is no need to relate now. Trim 
explained matters, for in the course of a 
few minutes he and his prisoner were 
occupying a compartment together while 
the train sped along on its journey. 

_ _ * . • J; J T . 


Li UJ 11 w J - -- 

They were going to stop at the next j j ons and closed his 

A /—* m j * T l a. i -m • . 


Not wishing to annoy other passengers. 
Trim secured a compartment for himself 
and his prisoner. 

- There was a little delay then before 
the train started. 

Just as it was about to move on a train¬ 
man ran up to the compartment, un¬ 
locked it, opened the door and handed a 
telegram to Trim. 

It was from Pemberton, congratulating 

him upon his success. 

Having read it, Trim crumpled it and 

put it in his pocket. 

"Well,” remarked Henley, with a 
long breath, "I suppose that I'm getting 
nearer and nearer the gallows every min¬ 
ute now!” 

"That’s what you are, boss!” returned 
Trim. 

Henlev leaned back against the cush- 


cves. 


station and there take the first train back 
to Svdnev. 


Trim watched him narrowly, 
wondered what could be going on 


He 
in the 


V 11 w * • T *—f *—> 

Word to this effect was telegraphed i brain of this remarkable scoundrel, 
from the signal station to Captain Pem-j It did look as if Henley, having ex- 


berton, who promptly went with a pa i' a 
wagon to the station in Sydney, where 
he waited for Trim and his prisoner to 

arrive. 

The captain waited in vain. 

Henley sat perfectly still beside Trim 
until them came to the station where they 
were to change cars. 

Just before arriving there Trim took the 
precaution to put one of the handcuffs I 
upon his own wrist, thus linking himself j 
to his prisoner. 

Henlev smile at this move. 


* — BT # 

hausted every possible means of outwit¬ 
ting his pursuer, had given up and would 
make no more trouble. 

44 He probably sees that the case is hope¬ 
less,” Trim thought. 

Presently Henley shuddered. 
"Anything the matter?" aske^ Trim. 
"I was thinking of my father,” replied 
his highness. “No son of his should ever 
end his life upon the gallows.’ 

“You ought to have thought of that 

before. ” 

“Fm thinking of it now, young man, 


> A ^ J ^ - w ^ ■ • - C 7 , - 

“That's really unnecessary,” he said, jand I tell you that if I find myself on the 
“I’m bound to go with you.’’ Then j gallows I will be the most surprised per- 
lie added under his breath, “and wherever i SO n in Australia.” 

I go you’ll go, too. 


“What do you mean by that?” asked 
Trim, sharply. 

44 Pm bound to go to court and then to 
prison,” was the response, 4 and I fanc\ 
you’ll accompany me.” 

“You’ll have to go further than the 
prison,” Trim retorted, “for yours is a 
hanging oi tense. ”• 

I suppose it is,'" replied Henley, de¬ 
spondently. 

They had but a short time to wait at 
the station before a returning train came 
alom 


4 4 


rr 


Henley opened his eves as he said this, 
but immediately closed them again and 
remained quiet, with his head tlnovn 

back upon the cushion. 

“Perhaps he thinks,” reflected Trim, 
“that just as Grosvcnor got away after 
I had had him locked up he too will man¬ 
age to escape ” 

Just then the noise of the train changed 
to a hollow rumble. 

It had come to the high trestle that 
Trim had observed while he was clinging 
to the rear car of the outbound train. 

The lad glanced out of the window. 


* - 
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though it was now so dark that nothing 
could be seen excepting the lights of the 
city far away in the distance. 

He had no more than turned his head 
in tilt direction of the window than Hen¬ 
ley started up, and with a great bound 
leaped, to the car door. 

It was all done like a flash. 

The trainman who had opened the door 
to hand in the telegram had neglected to 
lock it. 

With one wrench Henley had the door 
open, and before Trim bad more than 
begun to stir lie had leaped out. Hand¬ 
cuffed as he was to his prisoner, Trim 
followed him. 

Over the edge of the trestle they went 
whirling in the air, bound for certain de¬ 
struction, it seemed. 

As they went whizzing toward the bot¬ 
tom this thought flashed across Trim’s 
mind : 

u So this is the wav the chief of the 
Tigers intends to cheat the gallows !” 

o o 

If Trim had turned his head a half sec¬ 
ond sooner there would have been noth¬ 
ing more to tell about him, for then the 
pair would have fallen upon the rocky 
side of the gulch and their lives would 
have been dashed out. 

That difference of a fraction of a second 
carried them just so much further over 
the chasm so that when they landed they 
fell upon the soft mud upon the edge of 
the river and fate was kind to the daiing 
voting detective. 

Henley struck first, Trim falling then 
upon his body. 

A man who was paddling about the 
river spearing for eels caught just a 
glimpse of the flying bodies as they came 
down from the train. 


but he himself, as be thought it all over, 
was glad enough to realize that he had 
escaped with his life. 

With the death of Henlev there ended 

* 

all possibility of any further trouble from 
the organization of which he had been 
the remarkable head. 

Trim was as highly thought of by the 
authorities of Svdnev as if he had sue- 
ceeded in bringing his highness to the 
punishment that the law would have 
given him. 

The last trace of the Tigers was wiped 
out when, shortly after the death of Hen- 
lev, a steamer that had been chartered bv 

■* W 

them to carrv the convicts to an island 

w 

was captured by a government cruiser. 

The officers and crew were innocent of 
any direct connection with the gang, but 
the steamer was in charge of a notorious 
criminal who had been banished from 
Australia. 

This was Trim's last work in Sidney, 
and when he had done all that was re¬ 
quired of him in the way of giving evi¬ 
dence against the many prisoners that had 
been taken through him he started for 
New York. 

He went by way of Cape Town, Africa, 
thinking to take advantage' of the situa¬ 
tion to see a part of the world with which 
he was not familiar. 

Tliis led to his ta king part in an in¬ 
vestigation that had a most important 
effect upon Ins career as a detective. 

An account of it may be found in 
“Trim in Cape Town ; or. The Man With 
a Strange Limp,” in No. 9. 

[the end.] 
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He directed his boat at once to the spot 
where they fell. He found there one man 
almost covered with the mud and the 
other lying across him. Both were un¬ 
conscious. 

The fisherman managed to get both 
into his boat and pulled raphdy down 
stream to the nearest house. 

There it was seen that one of the two 
men was still alive. Restoratives were 
applied, and presently Trim came to con¬ 
sciousness and told how it had happened. 

His prisoner had escaped the gallows, 


Many people imagine that a photographer's camera is a difficult 
machine to handle, and that ihe work isdirty and disagreeable. All 
this is a mistake. Photography is a clean, light, and pleasant ac¬ 
complishment, within the reach or all. The camera will prove a 
friend, reporter, and helper. With a very inexpensive camera any 
hoy or girl can now learn not only to take good pictures, hut pictures 
that there is everywhere a demand for at remunerative prices. A 
complete guide to this fascinating art, entitled Amateur Mani ai. 
of photography, will lie sent on receipt of ten rents. Address 

MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose street, New York. 


TRICKS WITH CARDS. 

# 

Among the various brandies of the conjurer's art none will 
better repay the labor of the student than the magic ot cards. What 
appears mystifying is very simple when one knows how. In the 
book entitled IIkkhuas’s'I kicks with Cahdk, will he found com¬ 
plete information ns to the manipulation of a pack of <• »rds to per¬ 
form numerous tricks, general principles < if slcight-o Miami. with or 
without special apparatus, etc. 

The bonk is promsely illustrated, handsomely bound, ami will be 
sent postpaid on receipt of ten cent*. Address 
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BftfiVC FOR EVERYBODY. 

DUUJVJ ten cents each. 


The following li'-L of hooks will he found useful, entertaining, and 
foil of instructive information for all. They are handsomely 
bound in attractive covers, printed on good quality paper, illus¬ 
trated, and are marvels of excellence. These books have never 
before been uttered at such a low figure. The price, 10 cents each 
Deludes postage. 


USEFUL AND INSTRUCTIVE INFORMATION. 


Album Writer's Assistant. Boys* Own Book of Boats. 

Short IImid for l-’ver \ body. The Book of Knowledge. 

How to Do Business. Everyday t ook Book. 

Amateur's Manual of Photography. The Taxidermist Manual. 
Mills 1 Ttiirersat I.etter-lVriter. Good Housekeeping, 

GAMES AM) SPORTS. 

The Hunter and Angler. The International Cricket Guide. 

The Complete Angler. Amateur and Professional Oarsman's 
Hiding anti Driving. Manual. 

Foe's Foot-Ball. Complete Training Guide for Amateur 

Campbell's Lawn Tennis. Dunn's Fencing Instructor. 

The Complete Checker Flayer. Capt. Webb's Swimming 

Backgammon ami Bagatelle. Instructor. 

Out Door Sports. Aquatic Guide; or, Yachting and 

The Young Gymnast. Sailing. 

EOUTUNE-TELLING. 

Napoleon’s Book of Fate. Cupid's Dreaiu Book 

Zola's Dream Book. 


TURKS. 

Herrman's Black Art. Heller's Hand Book of Magic. 

The Way to Do Magic. IleiTiiiaii’s Tricks with Cards. 

RECITATIONS AM) READINGS. 

The Peerless Reciter, Select Recitations and Readings. 

The Young elocutionist. The Standard Reciter. 

These hooks will be sent prepaid upon receipt of 1 0 eenf* each: 
When ordering, please be particular to send the full title of the 
book desired,also your hill name and address. The books are 10 
cents each, postage free. Address 

MANUAL LIBRARY Rom at., N«w York. 


HOW TO DO BUSINESS, 

This book is a guide to success in life, embracing Principles of 
Business, Choice of Pursuit, Buying and Selling. Genera! Manage¬ 
ment, Mechanical Trades, Manufacturing. Bookkeeping, Causes 
ot Success and Failure. Business Maxims and Forms, etc. It also 
contains an appendix of complete business form* and a dictionary 
| of commercial terms. No young man should be without this 
I valuable book. It gives complete information about trades, 
professions and occupations in which any young man is interested. 
Price leu cent*. Address 

MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose street, New*York* 




WRESTLING. 

History tells us that wrestling was the first form of athletic 
pastime. Without doubt, it gives strength and firmness, combine^ 
with quickness and pliability, to the limbs, vigor to the body, 
cool dess and discrimination to the head and ela.Nticity to the tem¬ 
per, the whole forming an energetic combination of the greatest 
power to be found in matt. The book is entitled Psofhmob 
Mu.D'hinS AVkfxtunu. It is fully ilIn.strand, and will be sent 
postpaid on receipt of (Oil riMIlM. Add : • 

MA NUA L LI BRAKY. 25 Bose street, New York. 


'BOOK OF KNOWLEDGE. 

Due thousand facts worth remembering will be found In this 
book. It is a guide to rapid wealth, the secret^ of trade, etc. In t 
druggist department will be found cures for all complaints a»w* 
how to compound them. Also contains chapters on manutheturing 
a)) household and tiolet articles. Arts and Hc5en<>es. I)ves, Printing 
Inks, Horses, Mixing Paints, and all general recipes. The book 
contains over one hundred pages, and will be sent postpaid to r 
! address on receipt of ten cent*. Address 

M A N1/ A L LI BRA R V, 25 Rose street, New York. 


OUT-DOOR SPORTS. 

Complete Instructions for playing many of tbe most popular out- 
of-door games is found in this took, l lie games are Illustrated 
and very easily mastered. Price ten cent*. Addres- 

MANUAL LIBRARY, 25 Rose»j-evt. New Y«fk 



Number-3 of the Tip Top Quarterly is now ready, containing m one vol¬ 
ume thirteen of the famous Frank Merriwell stories complete, and unabridged, 
and thirteen illuminated photo-engraved illustrations. 



detail the pranks, trials and bravery of a true-hearted American lad—brave 
to the core. They have received universal commendation, and the Tip Top 
Quarterly is issued in response to numerous inquiries for a complete series of 
the Merriwell stories. 

I 

For sale by newsdealers everywhere, or sent by mail, postpaid, on receipt 
of price, by the publishers. STREET & SMITH, New York. 
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THE 

LEADERS 

Cip Cop Uleeklv 

5 Cents. 

Stories of school, fun, 
college, travel and ad¬ 
venture* 

Red, KJbite and Blue 

5 Cents. 

Army and Navy war 
stories of bravery of boy 
heroes who wore the 
blue and the gray* 

Diamond Dick, 3r. 

5 Cents. 

Contains stories of the 
most fascinating Westem 
romance* 

Dew Dick Carter 
(Ueekly 

5 Cents* 

The best detective 
stories will be found in 
this publication. 

Cbe Old Cog Cabin 

lO Cents. 

The celebrated Gen- 
tleman Joe’s stories are 
published in this weekly. 


These publications are 32 


and bound in handsome illuminated covers 
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No. '=>.—Trim Among the Bushmen; or, Searching for a Lost Gold Mine, 

in Australia. By the Author of “ Nick Carter. | 

No. 6.—Trim's Double Header; or, Snaring Human Game With Decoys., 

By the Author of “ Nick Carter.” 

No 7 _-Trim on the Safety Valve ; or, Taking Long Chances with Death. ■ 

By the Author of “ Nick Carter.” , i» 

v () g_ Trim’s Troublesome Tiger; or, How His Prisoner Escaped the GaM 

lows. By the Author of “ Nick Carter.” 

No. c)._Trim in Cape Town ; or, the Man with a Strange Limp. By me 

Author of “Nick Carter. f [ 

No. io. —Trim in the Diamond Fields o f* i m c *\f * - y ^ ^ 

Carter ?: i 

No i —Trim in the Wilds; or. Hunting a Criminal on the Dark Continent. 

By the Author of “ Nick Carter.” 

STREET & SMITH, Publishers, New York. 1 
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